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THE EARTHLY PARADISE. 


DECEMBER. 


D ead lonely night and all streets quiet now, 

Thin o'er the moon the hindmost cloud swims 
past 

Of that great rack that brought us up the snow; 

(Jn earth strange shadows o’er the snow are cas^ 

Pale stars, bright moon, swift cloud make heaven so vast 

I’hat earth left silent by the wind of night 

Seems shrunken 'neath the grey unmeasured height. 


Ah ! through the hush the looked-for midnight clangs • 
And then, e’en while its last stroke’s solemn drone 
Ill the cold air by unlit windows hangs, 

Out break the bells above the year foredone, 

Change, kindness lost, love left unloved alone ; 

Till their despairing sweetness makes thee deem 
’rhou once wert loved, if but amidst a dream. 

O thou who clingest still to life and love, 

Though nought of good, no God thou mayst discern, 
Though nought that is, thine utmost woe can move, ^ 
Though no soul knows wherewith thine heart doth yearn, 
Yet, since thy.wcary lips no curse can learn, 

C;|St no least thing thou lovedst once away. 

Since yet perchance thine eyes shall see the day. 
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D ecember came, with mirth men needs must 
make 

E’en for the empty days and leisures’ sake 

That earth’s cold leaden sleep doth bring; so there 

Our elders sat within the guest-hall fair, 

Not looking older for the snow without; 
Chcerjr^nough; remembering not old doubt, 

A gnawing pain once, grown too hard to bear, 

And so cast by \ not thinking of old fear. 

That conquering once, e’en with its victory 
Must fade away, and, hkc all things else, die. 

Not thinking of much else than that they had 
Enough of life to make them somewhat glad 
When all went well with them. 

Now so it fell 

That mariners were there, who ’gan to tell 
Mishaps betid ui)on the winter seas. 

Which set some younger men amidst of these 
To ask the Wanderers of their voyage vain, 

As knowing scarce the tale thereof. Small pain 
11 gave them now to answer: yet belike 
On the old men, their hosts, the thing did strike 
In jamng wise, this turning o'er and o’er 
Of memories once so bitter sharp and soje: 
Wherefore at last an elder said, ‘‘ Let be, 

My masters ! if about the troublous sea. 
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Ye needs must hear, hearken a tale once told 
By kin ot ours in the dim days of old, 

Whose thoughts when turning to a peaceful home 
Unto this very west of ours must come— 

—Scarce causelessly meseems when all is said, 
And I remember that years bow my head. 

And not the trouble of those days of war, 

Of loss and wrong that in old stones are.” 



s 


THE ‘GOLDEN APPLES. 

This tale tells of the voya^jc of a ship of Tyre, that, against the 
will of the shipmen, bore Hercules to an unknown land of 
the West, that he might accomplish a task laid on him by 
the Fates. 

A S many as the leaves fall from the tree, 

From the worlcFs life the years are fallen away 
Since King Eurystheus sat in majesty 
In fair Mycenae; midmost of whose day 
It once befell that in a quiet bay 
A ship of Tyre was swinging nigh the shore, 

Her folk for sailing handling rope and oar. 

Fresh was the summer morn, a soft wind stole 
Down from the sheep-browsed slopes the chits that 
crowned, 

And ruffled lightly the long gleaming roll 
Of the peaceful sea, and bore along the sound 
Of shepherd-folk and sheep and questing hound; 

For in the first dip of the hillside there 
Hay bosomed 'mid its trees a homestead fair. 

# 

Amid regrets for last night, when the moon. 

Risen on the soft dusk, slione on maidens' feet 
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Brushing the gold-heart lilies to the tune 
Of pipes complaining, o’er the grass down-beat 
That mixed with dewy flowers its odour sweet, 

The shipmen laboured, till the sail unfurled 
Signing round the prow to meet another world. 

But ere the anchor had come home, a shout 
Rang from the strand, as though the ship were hailed. 
Whereat the master bade them stay, in doubt^ 

That they without some needful thing had sail^; 
When, lo ! from where the cliffs’ steep grey sides failed 
Into a ragged stony slip, came twain 
Who seemed m haste the ready keel to gain. 

Soon they drew nigh, and he who first came down 
Unto the surf was a man huge of limb, 

Grey-eyed, with crisp-curled hair ’twixt black and brown, 
Who had a lion’s skin cast over him, 

So wrought with gold that the fell showed but dim 
Betwixt the threads, and in his hand he bore 
A mighty club with bands of steel done o’er. 

Panting there followed him a grey old man. 

Bearing a long staff, clad in gown of blue. 

Feeble of aspect, hollow-cheeked and wan, , 

Who ivhen unto his fellow’s side he drew, 

Said faintly: • Now, do that which thou shouldst do; 
yhis is tlie ship.” Then in the other’s eye 
A smile gleamed, and he spake out merrily : 
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“ Masters, folk tell me that ye make for T3n-e, 

And after that still nearer to the sun j 
And since Fate bids me look to die by fire, 

Fain am I, ere my worldly day be done, 

To know what from -earth’s hottest can be won; 

And this old man, my kinsman, would with me. 

How say ye, will ye bear us o’er the sea?” 

‘^What is thy name?” the master said : “And know 
Tha^^e are merchants, and for nought give nought ; 
What wilt thou pay?—thou seem’st full rich, I trow.” 
The old man muttered, stooped adown and caught 
At something in the sand: “ E’en so I thought,” 

The younger said, “when I set out from home— 

As to my name, perchance in days to come 

“Thou*shalt know that—but have heed, take this 
toy. 

And call me the Strong Man.” And as he spake 
The master’s deep-brown eyes ’gan gleam with joy. 
For from his ann a huge ring did he take. 

And cast it on the deck, where it did break 
A water-jar, and in the wet shards lay 
Golden, and gleaming like the end of day. 

But the old man held out a withered hand. 

Wherein there shone two pearls most great and fair. 
And said, “ If any nigher I might stand. 

Then might’st thou see the things I ^ive thee her^— 
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And for name—a many names I bear, 

But call me Shepherd of the Shore this tide, 

And for more knowledge with a good will bide.” 

From one to the other turned the master’s eyes; 
The Strong Man lauglied as at some hidden jest, 

And wild doubts in the shipman’s heart did rise; 

But thinking on the thing, he deemed it best 
To bid them come aboard, and take such rest 
As they might have of the untrusty sea, 

'Mid men who trusty fellows still should be. 

Then no more words the Strong Man made, but 
straight 

Caught up the elder in his arms, and so, 

Making no whit of all that added weight. 

Strode to the ship, right through the breakers low, 
And catching at the rope that they did throw 
Out toward his hand, swung up into the ship: 

Then did the master let the hawser slip. 

The shapely prow cleft the wet mead and green, 
And wondenng drew the shipmen round to gaze 
Upon those limbs, the mightiest ever seen; 

And many deemed it no light thing to face 
The splendour of his eyen, though they did blaze 
With no wrath Aow, no hate for them to dread, 

As ceaward ’twixt the summer isles they sped. 
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Freshened the wind, but ever fair it blew 
Unto the south-east; but as failed the land, 

Unto the plunging prow the Strong Man drew, 

And silent, gazing with wide eyes did stand. 

As though his heart.found rest; but 'mid the band 
Of shipmen in the stem the old man sat, 

Telling them tales that no man there forgat. 

As one who had beheld, he told them there 
Of-tBe sweet singer, whom, for his song's sake, 

The dolphins back from choking death did bear; 
How in the mid sea did the vine outbreak 
O’er that ill bark when Bacchus 'gan to wake; 

How anigh Cyprus, ruddy with the rose 
The cold sea grew as any June-loved close; 

While on the flowery shore all things alive 
Grew faint with sense of birth of some delight, 

And the nymphs waited trembling there, to give 
Glad welcome to the glory of that sight: 

He paused then, ere he told how, wild and whitJ, 
Rose ocean, breaking o'er a race accurst, 

A world once good, now come unto its worst. 

And then he smiled, and said, “ And yet ye won, 
Ye men, and tremble not on days like these, 

Nor think with what a mind Prometheus' son 
Beheld the last of the torn reeling trees 
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From high Parnassus: slipping through the seas 

Ye never think, ytf men-folk, how ye seem 

From down below through the green waters* gleam.*' 

Dusk was it now when these last words he said, 
And little of his visage might they see, 

But o*tT their hearts stole vague and troublous dread, 
They knew not why; yet ever quietly 
They sailed that night; nor might a morning be 
Fairer than was the next mom; and they went 
Along their due course after their intent. 

The fourth day, about sunrise, from the mast 
The watch cried out he saw Phoenician land; 

Whereat the Strong Man on the elder cast 
A look askance, and he straight took his stand 
Anigh the prow, and gazed beneath his hand 
Upon the low sun and the scarce-seen shore, 

Till cloud-flecks rose, and gathered and drew o'er. 

The morn grown cold; then small rain *gan to fall 
And all the wind dropped dead, and hearts of men 
Sank, and their bark seemed helpless now and small j 
Then suddenly the wind *gan moan again; 

Sails flapped, and ropes beat wild about; and then 
Down came the great east wind; and the ship ran ' 
Straining, heelecl o'er, through seas all changed and 


wan. 
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Westward, scarce knowing night from day, they 
diuve 

Through sea and sky grown one; the Strong Man 
wrought 

With mighty hands*, and seemed a god to save; 

But on the prow, heeding all weather nought, 

The elder stood, nor any prop he sought, 

But swayed to the ship’s wallowdng, as on wings 
He there were set above the wrack of things. 

And westward still they drave; and if they saw 
Land upon cither side, as on they sped, 

’Twas but as faces in a dream may draw 
Anigh, and fade, and leave nought in their stead; 

And in the shipmen’s hearts grew heavy dread 
To sick despair; they deemed they should drive on 
Till the world’s edge and empty space were won. 

But ’neath the Strong Man’s eyes e’en as they might 
They toiled on still; and he sang to the wind. 

And spread his arms to meet the waters white. 

As o’er the deck they tumbled, making blind 
The brine-drenched shipmen; nor with eye unkind 
He gazed up at the lightning; nor would frown 
When o’er the wet waste Jove’s bolt rattled dowm. 

And they, who at the last had come to think 
Their guests were very gods, with all their feat 
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Feared nought belike that their good ship would sink 
Amid the storm; biit rather looked to hear 
The last moan of the wind that them should bear 
Into the windless stream of ocean grey, 

Where they should float till dead ^^as every day. 

Yet their fear mocked them; for the storm *gan die 
About the tenth day, though unto the west 
They drave on still; soon fair and quietly 
The morn would break ; and though amid their rcSt 
Nought but long evil wandering seemed the best 
That they might hope for; still, despite their dread. 
Sweet was the quiet sea and goodlihead 

Of the bright sun at last come back again; 

And as the days passed, less and less fear giew. 

If without cause, till faded all their pain; 

And they ’gan turn unto their guests anew, 

Yet durst ask nought of what that evil drew 
Upon their heads; or of returning speak. 

Happy they felt, but listless, spent, and weak. 

And now as at the first the elder was, 

And sat and told them tales of yore agone; 

But ever the Strong Man up and down would pass 
About the deck, or on the prow alone 
Would stand and stare out westw^ard ; and still on 
Through a fair summer sea they went, nor thought 
Of wha^ would come when these days turned to nought. 
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And now when twenty days were well passed o*er 
They made a new land; cloudy mountains high 
Rose from the sea at first j then a green shore 
Spread fair below them : as they drew anigh 
No sloping, stony strand could they espy, 

And no surf breaking j the green sea and wide 
Wherethrough they slipped was driven by no tide. 

Dark fell ere they might set their eager feet 
Upon the shore; but night-long their ship lay 
As in a deep stream, by the blossoms sweet 
That flecked the grass whence flowers ne’er passed 
away. 

But when the cloud-barred east brought back the day, 
And turned the western mountain-tops to gold, 

Fresh fear the shipmen* in their bark did hold. 

For as a dream seemed all; too fair for those 
Who needs must die; moreover they could see, 

A furlong off, ’twixt apple-tree and rose, 

A brazen wall that gleamed out wondrously 
In the young sun, and seemed right long to be; 

And memory of all marvels lay upon 

Their shrinking hearts now this sweet place was won. 

But when unto the nameless guests they turned, 
Who stood together nigh the plank shot out 
Shoreward, within the Strong Man’s eyes there burned 
A wild light, as the other one m doubt 
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He eyed a moment^ then with a great shout 
Leaped into the blossomed grass \ the echoes rolled 
Back from the hills, harsh still and over-bold. 

Slowly the old man followed him, and still 
The crew held back: they knew now they were 
brought 

Over the sea the purpose to fulfil 
Of these strange men; and in their hearts they thought, 
“ Perchance we yet shall live, if, meddling nought 
With dreams, we bide here till these twain come back; 
But prying eyes the fire-blast seldom lack. ” 

Yet’mongst them were two fellows bold and young, 
Who, looking each upon the other’s face, 

Their hearts to meet the unknown danger strung, 

And went ashore, and at a gentle pace 
Followed the stiangers, who unto the place 
Wliere the wall gleamed had turned ; peace and desire 
Mingled together in their hearts, as nighcr 


They drew unto that wall, and dulled their fear: 
Fair wrought it was, as though with bricks of brass; 
And images upon its face there were, 

Stories of things a long while come to pass: 

Nor that alone—as looking in a glass 
Its maker knew tfie tales of what should be, 

And ti^rought them there for bird and beast to see. 

a* 
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So on they went; the many birds sang sweet 
Through all that blossomed thicket from above, 

And unknown flowers bent down before their feet; 
ITie very air, cleft by the grey-winged dove, 

Throbbed with sweet scent, and smote their souls 
with love. 

Slowly they went till those twain stayed before 
A strangely-wrought and iron-covered door. 

They stayed, too, till o’er noise of wind, and bird. 
And falling flower, there rang a mighty shout 
As the Strong Man his steel-bound club upreared, 

And drave it ’gainst the hammered iron stout, 

Where ’neath his blows flew bolt and rivet out. 

Till shattered on the ground the gieat door lay. 

And into the guarded plrfce bright poured the day. 

The Strong Man entered, but his fellow stayed, 
Leaning against a tree-trunk as they deemed. 

They faltered now, and yet all things being weighed 
Went on again, and thought they must have dreamed 
Of the old man, for now the sunlight streamed 
Full on the tree he had been leaning on. 

And him they saw not go, yet was he gone : 

Only a slim green lizard flitted there 
Amidst the dry leaves; him they note^ nought, 

But trembling, through the doorway ’gan to peer. 

And still of strange and dreadful saw not aught. 
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Only a garden fair* beyond all thought. 

And there, ’twixt sun ^nd shade, the Strong Man went 
On some long-sought-for end belike intent. 

They 'gan to follow down a narrow way 
Of green-sward that the lilies trembled o’er. 

And whereon thick the scattered rose-leaves lay; 

But a great wonder weighed upon them sore, 

And well they thought they should return no mo^e,. 
Yet scarce a pain that seemed; they looked to meet 
Before they died things strange and fair and sweet. 

So still to right and left the Strong Man thnist 
The blossomed boughs, and passed on steadily, 

As though his hardy heart he well did trust, 

Till in a while he gave a joyous ciy, 

And hastened on, as though the end drew nigh; 

And women’s voices then they deemed they heard, 
Mixed with a noise that made desire afeard. 

Yet through sweet scents and sounds on did they 
bear 

Their panting hearts, till the path ended now 
In a wide space of green, a streamlet clear 
From out a marble basin there did flow, 

And close by tl^^t a slim-trunked tree did grow, 

And on a bough low o’er the water cold 
There hung three^applcs of rcd-gleaming gold. 
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About the tree, new risen e’en now to meet 
The shming presence of that mighty one, 

Thi'ee damsels stood, naked from head to feet 
Save for the glory of their hair, where sun 
And shadow flickered, while the wind did run 
Through the grey leaves overhead, and shook the grass 
Where nigh their feet the wandering bee did pass. 

But 'midst their delicate limbs and all around 
The. tree-roots, gleaming blue black could they see 
The spires of a great serpent, that, enwound 
About the smooth bole, looked forth threateningly. 
With glittering eyes and raised crest, o'er the three 
Fair heads fresh crowned, and hissed above the speech 
Wherewith they murmured softly each to each. 

* 

Now the Strong Man amid the green space stayed, 
And, leaning on his club, with eager eyes 
But brow yet smooth, in voice yet friendly said : 

“ O daughters of old Hesperus the Wise, 

Well ha^ c ye held your guard here \ but time tries 

The very will of gods, and to my hand 

Must give this day the gold fruit of your land.” 

Then spake the first maid—sweet as the west wind 
• Amidst of summer noon her sweet voice was : 

“Ah, me * what knows this place of changing mind 
Of men or gods; here shall long ages pa^, 

And clean forget tliy feet upon the grass, 

4 


c 
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Thy hapless bones amid the fruitful mould; 

Look at thy death envenomed swift and cold!" 

Hiding new flowers, the dull coils, as she spake, 
Moved near her limbs : but then the second one, 

In such a voice as when the morn doth wake 
To song of birds, said, ‘‘ When the Avorld foredone 
Has moaned its last, still shall we dwell alone 
Beneath this bough, and have no tales to tell 
Of things deemed great that on the earth befell/’ 

'J'hen spake the third, in voice as of the flute 
That >vakes the maiden to her wedding morn 
“ If any god should gain our golden fruit, 

Its curse would make lus deathless life forlorn. 
Lament thou, then, tliat ever thou weri born: 

Yet all things, changed by joy or loss or ]jain, 

To what they w’^ere shall change and change again 

“ So be It,” he said, “ the Fates that drive me on 
Shall slay mo or shall save, blessing or curse 
That follow'oth after when the thing is won 
Shall make my work no better now nor worse * 
And if It be that the world’s heart must nurse 
Hatred against me, how then shall I choose 
To leave or take?—let your dread servant loose !” 

E'en therewiith, like a pillar of black smoke, 
Svvift, shilling ever, drave the worm at him; 
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In deadly silence now that nothing broke, 

Its folds were writhing round him trunk and limb, 
Until his glittering gear was nought but dim 
E'en in that sunshine, while his head and side 
And breast the fork-tongued, pointed muzzle tried. 

Closer the coils drew, quic^kei all about 
The forked tongue darted, and yet stiff he stood, 

E’en as an oak that sees the straw flare out 
And lick its ancient bole for little good: 

Until the godlike fury of his mood 

Burst from his heart in one great shattenng cry, 

And rattling down the loosened coils did he , 

And from the torn throat and crushed dreadful head 
Forth flowed a stream of blood along the grass, 

Bright in llic siin he stood above the dead, 

J*anting wilh fury, yet as ever was 
The wont of liim, soon did his anger pass. 

And witli a ha]»py smile at last he turned 
Ti, where the apples o’er the water burned. 

Silent: nd moveless ever stood the three ; 

No change came o’er their faces, as his hand 
Was stretched aloft unto the sacred tree, 

Nor shrank lliey aught aback, though he did stand 
So close that tresses of their bright hair, fanned 
By the sweet garden breeze, lay light on*him, 

And his gold fell brushed by them breast and limb. • 
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He drew adown the wind-stirred bough, and took 
The apples thence; then let it spring away, 

And from his brow die dark hair backward shook; 
And said: O sweet, O fair, and shall this day 
A curse upon niy life henceforward lay— 

This day alone ? Methinks of coining life 
Somewhat I know, with all its loss and strife. 

** But this I know, at least: the world shall wend 
Upon its way, and, gathering joy and grief • 

And deeds done, bear them with it to the end; 

So shall it, though I lie as last year’s leaf 
Lies ’neath a summer tree, at least receive 
My life gone by, and store it, with the gain 
That men alive call striving, wrong, and pain. 

So for my part I rather bless than curse, 

And bless this fateful land; good be with it; 

Nor for this deadly thing’s death is it worse, 

Nor for the lack of gold ; still shall ye sit 
"Watching the swallow o’er the daisies flit; 

Still shall your wandering limbs ere day is done 
Make dawn desired by the sinking sun. 

" And now, behold! in memory of all this 

« 

Take ye this girdle that shall waste and fade 
As fadeth not your fairness and your bliss. 

That when heteafter ’mid the blossoms laid 
Y,e talk of days and men now nothing made, 
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Ye may remember how the Theban man, 

The son of Jove, came o’er the waters wan.” 

Their faces changed not aught for all they heard 5 
As though all things now fully told out were, 

They gazed upon him without any word: 

Ah! craving kindness, hope, or loving care, 

Their fairness scarcely could have made more fair, 

As with the apples folded in his fell 

rie went, to do more deeds for folk to tell. 

Now as the girdle on the ground was cast 
Those fellows turned and hurried toward the door. 
And as across its broken leaves they passed 
The old man saw they not, e’en as before; 

But an unearthed blind mole bewildered sore 
Was wandering there in fruitless, aimless wise. 

That got small heed from their full-sated eyes. 

Swift gat they to their anxious folk; nor had 
More time than just to say, “ Be of good cheer, 

For in our own land may we yet be glad,” 

When they beheld the guests a-drawing near; 

And much bewildered the two fellows were 
To see the old man, and must even deem 
That they should see things stranger than a dream. 

But when they were aboard the elder cried. 

“ Up sails, my masters, fair now is the wind: • 
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Nor good it is top long here to abide, 

Lest what ye may not loose your souls should bind/ 
And as he spake, the tall trees left behind 
Stirred with the rising land-wind, and the crew. 
Joyous thereat, the hawsers shipward drew. 

Swift sped the ship, and glad at heart were all, 

And the Strong Man was merry with the rest. 

And from the elder's lips no word did fall 
That did not seem to promise all the best; 

Yet with a certain awe were men oppressed. 

And felt as if their inmost hearts were bare, 

And each man’s secret babbled through the air. 

Still oft the old man sajt with them and told 
Tales of past time, as on the outward way; 

And now would they the face of him behold 
And deem it changed; the years that on him lay 
Seemed to grow nought, and no more wan and grey 
He looked, but ever glorious, wise and strong, 

As though no lapse of time for him were long. 

At last, when six days through the kindly sea 
Their keel had slipped, he said: Come hearken now 
For so it is that things fare wondrously 
E’en in these days; and I a tale can show 
That, told by you unto your sons shall grow 
A marvel of the days that are to come : 

Take heed and tell it when ye reach your home. 
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“Yet living in the world a man there is 
Men call the Theban King Amphitryon’s son, 
Although perchance a greater sire was his ] 

But certainly his lips have hung upon 
Alcmena’s breasts: great deeds this man hath won 
Already, for his name is Hercules, 

And e’en ye Asian folk have heard of these. 

“ Now ere the moon, this eve in his last wane, 

Was bom, this Hercules, the fated thiall 
Of King Eurystheus, was straight bid to gain 
Gifts from a land whereon no foot doth fall 
Of mortal man, beyond the misty wall 
Of unknown waters; pensively he went 
Along the sea on his hard life intent. 

“ And at the dawn he came into a bay 
Where the sea, ebbed far down, left wastes of sand, 
Walled from the green earth by great cliffs and grey; 
Then he looked up, and wondering there did stand, 
For strange things lay in slumber on the strand; 
Strange counterparts of what the firm earth hath 
Lay scattered all about his weary path : 

“ Seadions and sea-horses and sea-kine, 

Sea-boars, sea-men strange-skinned, of wondrous hair; 
And in their midst a man who seemed divine 
For changeless eld, and round him women fair. 

Clad in the sea-webs glassy green and clear 
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With gems on head and girdle, limb and breast, 

Such as earth knoweth not among her best. 

“ A moment at the fair and wondrous sight 
He stared, then, since the heart in him was good, 

He went about with careful steps and light 
Till o’er the sleeping sea-god now he stood; 

And if the white-foot maids had stirred his blood 
As he passed by, now other thoughts had place 
Within his heart when he beheld that face. 

For Nereus now he knew, who knows all things; 
And to himself he said, ‘ If I prevail, 

Better than by some god-wrought eagle-wings 
Shall I be holpen; * then he cried out: ‘ Hail, 

O Nereus! lord of shifting hill and dale ! 

Arise and wrestle \ I am Hercules! 

Not soon now shalt thou meet the ridgy seas.’ 

“ And mightily he cast himself on him; 

And Nereus cried out shnlly; and straightway 
That sleeping crowd, fair maid with half-hid ligib. 
Strange man and green-haired beast, made no delay, 
But glided down into the billows grey. 

And, by the lovely sea embraced, were gone. 

While they two wrestled on the sea strand lone. 


** Soon found the sea-god that his bodily might 
Was nought in dealing with Jove’s dear one there, 
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And soon he ’gan to use his magic sleight: 

Into a lithe leopard, and a hugging bear 
He turned him; then the smallest fowl of air 
The straining arms of Hercules must hold, 

And then a mud-bom wriggling eel and cold* 

“ Then as the firm hands mastered this, forth brake 
A sudden rush of waters all around, 

Blinding and choking: then a thin green snake 
With golden eyes; then o’er the shell-strewn ground 
Forth stole a fly the least that may be found; 

Then earth and heaven seemed wrapped in one huge 
flame, 

But from the midst thereof a voice there came: 


“ ‘ Kinsman and stout-heart, thou hast won the day, 
Nor to my grief: what wouldst thou have of me?* 
And therewith to an old man small and grey 
Faded the roaring flame, who wearily 
Sat down upon the sand and said, ' Let be! 

I know thy tale; worthy of help thou art; 

Come now, a short way hence will there depart 

^ A ship of Tyre for the warm southern seas. 
Come we a-board; according to my will 
Her way shall be.* Then up rose Hercules, 

Merry of face, though hot and panting sflll ; 

But the fair summer day his heart did fill 
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With all deligl^t; and so forth went the twain, 

And found those men desirous of all gain. 

Ah, for these gainful men—somewhat indeed 
Their sails are rent, their bark beat; kin and friend 
Are wearying for them; yet a friend in need 
They yet shall gain, if at their journey’s end, 

Upon the last ness where the wild goats wend 
To lick the salt-washed stones, a house they raise 
Bedight with gold in kindly Nereus’ praise.” 

Breathless thev waited for these latest words, 

That like the soft wind of the gathering night 
Were grown to be: about the mast flew birds 
Making their moan, hovering long-winged and white; 
And now before their straining anxious sight 
The old man faded out into the air, 

And from his place flew forth a sea-mew fair. 

Then to the Mighty Man, Alcmena’s son, 

With yearning hearts they turned till he should speak. 
And he spake softly: “ Nought ill have ye done 
In helping me to find what I did seek: 

The world made better by me knows if weak 
My hand and heart are: but now, light the fire 
Upon the prow and worship the grey sire ” 

So did they; and such gifts as there they had 
Gave unto Nereus; yea, and sooth to say, 
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Amid the tumult of their hearts made glad, 

Had honoured Hercules in e'en such way; 

But he laughed out amid them, and said, “ Nay, 

Not yet the end is come; nor have I yet 
Bowed down before vain longing and regret 

“ It may be—who shall tell, when I go back 
There whence I came, and looking down behold 
The place that my once eager heart shall lack, 
And*all my dead desires a-lying cold, 

But I may have the might then to enfold 
The hopes of brave men in my heart?—but long 
Life lies before first with its change and wrong,” 

So fair along the watery ways they sped 
In happy wise, nor failed of their return; 

Nor failed in ancient Tyie the ways to tread, 
Teaching their tale to whomsoever would learn, 

Nor failed at last the flesh of beasts to burn 
In Nereus' house, turned toward the bright day's end 
On the last ness, round which the wild goats wend. 
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H e made an end, and gazed about the place, 
With rest enow upon his ancient face, 

And smiling; but to some the tale did seem 
Like to the middle of some pleasant dream, 

Which, waked from, leaves upon the troubled mind 
A sense of something ill that lurked behind. 

If morn liad given due time to dream it out. 

Yet as the women stirred, and went about 
The board with flask and beaker, and the scent 
Of their soft raiment *mid the feasters went, 

The hill-side sun of autumn-tide at least 
Seemed to come back unto their winter feast \ 

Rest, half remembering time past, did they win, 
And somewhat surely wrought the tale therein. 
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I N late Decembei ^bone the westering sun 
Through frosty haze of the day nearly done, 
Without the hall wherein our elders were ; 

Within, the firelight gleamed on raiment fair, 

And heads far fairer; because youth and maid 
Midwinter words of hope that day had said 
Before the altars; and were come at last, 

No worse for snowy footways over-past, 

Or for the east wind upon cheek and brow, 

Their fairness to the ancient folk to show j 
And, dance and song being done, at end of day, 
With ears pricked up, amid the furs they lay. 

To have reward of tale for sound and sight 
So given erewhile. 

The flickering firelight, 

And the late sun still streaming through the haze, 
Made the hall meet enow for tale of days 
So long past over : nigh the cheery flame 
A wanderer sat, and a long sunbeam came 
On to his knees, then to the hearth fell down. 

' There in the silence, with thin hands and brown 
JP'olded together, and a dying smile 
Upon his face, he sat a little while, 

Then somewhat raised his bright eyes, and began 
To name his people’s best beloved man. 
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THE FOSTERING OF ASLAUG. 

ARGUMENT. 

Aslaug, the daughter of Sigurd who slew the Dragon, and of 
l-Jrvnhild whom he .loved, lost all her friends and km, and 
was iKiiirished amid great misery; yet in the end her fortune, 
her glory, and her beauty prevailed, and she came to mighty 
estate. 

A FAIR tale miglit 1 tell to you 

Of Sigurd, wlto the dragon slew 
Upon the murder-wasted heath, 

And how love led him unto death, 

Through strange wild ways of joy and jiav 
Then such a story should ye gain, 

If I could tell it all aright. 

As well might win you some delight 
From out the woefiillest of days; 

Rut now have I no heart to raise 
That mighty sorrow laid asleep, 

That love so sweet, so strong and deep, 

That as ye hear the wonder told 
In those few strenuous words of old, 

The whole world seems to rend apart 
When heart is torn away from heart. 

But the world lives still, and to-day 
The green Rhine wendeth on its way 
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Over the unseen golden curse 

That drew its lords to worse and worse, 

Till that last dawn in Atli’s hall, 

When the red flame flared over all, 

I-.ighting the leaden, sunless sea. 

Yet so much told of this must be, 

That Sigurd, while his youth was bright 
And unstained, 'midst the first delight 
C^f JBryiihild’s love—that him did gain 
All joy, all woe, and very bane— 

Begat on her a woman-child. 

In hope she bore the maid, and smiled 
Q£ Its fathers face she thought; 
when sad time the change had brought, 
iiKj Jic lo Gunnar*s house must go, 

She, thinking how she might bestow 
The memory of that lovely eve, 

I'hat morn o’er-sweet, the child did leave 
With Hcimir, her old foster-sire, 

A mighty lord; then, with the file 
Of her old love still smouldering, 

And brooding over many a tiling, 

She w'ent unto her life and death. 

Nought, as 1 said, the story saith 
Of all the wrong and love that led 
Her feet astray: together dead 
They lie now on their funeral pile, , 

And now the little one dotli smile 
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Upon the glittering war-array 
Of the come the sooth to say 
To Heimir of that bitter end. 

Silent he stared till these did wend 
Into the hall to fire and board, 

Then by the porch without a word 
Long time he sat: then he arose 
And drew his sword, and hard and close 
Gazed on the thin-worn edge, and said: 

Smooth cheeks, sweet hands, and art thou dead ? 
O me thy glory I Woe is me 1 
I thought once more thine eyes to see— 

Had I been young three years agone, 

When thou a maiden burd-alone, 

Hadst eighteen summers I” 

As he spake, 

He gat him swiftly to the brake 
Of thorn-trees nigh his house: and some, 

When calm once more he sat at home, 

Deemed he had wept: but no word more 
He spake thereof. 

A few days wore, 

And now alone he oft would be 
Within his smithy; heedfully 
He guarded it, that none came in; 

Nor marvelled men; “ For he doth win 
Some work of craftsmanship,” said they, 

“ And such before on many a day 
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Hath been his wont." 

So it went on 
That a long while he wrought alone; 

But on the tenth day bore in there 
Aslaug, the little maiden fair, 

Three winters old; and then the thing 
A little set folk marvelling; 

Yet none the less in nought durst they 
To watch him. So to end of day 
Time drew, and still unto the hall 
He came not, and a dread ’gan fall 
Upon his household, lest some ill 
The quiet of their lives should kill; 

And 50 it fell that the next morn 
They found them of their lord forlorn, 
And Aslaug might they see no more; 
Wide open was the smithy door, 

The forge a-cold, and hammering tools 
Lay on the floor, with woodwright’s rules. 
And chips and shavings of haid wood. 
Moreover, when they deemed it good 
To seek for him, nought might they do, 
The tale says, for so dark it grew 
Over all ways, that no man might 
Know the green meads from water w'hite. 
So back they wended sorrowfully, 

And still most like it seemed to be, 

That Odin had called Heimir home; * 

And nothing strange it seemed to some 

U ^ T\ 
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That with him the sweet youngling was, 

Since Brynhild's love might bring to pass 
E'en mightier things than this, they said, 

And sure the little gold-curled head, 

The pledge of all her earthly weal. 

In Freyia's house she longed to feel. 

Further the way was than they deemed 
Unto that rest whereof they dreamed 
Both to the greybeard and the child; 

For now by trodden way and wild 
Goes Hcimir long : wide-faced is he, 
Thin-checked, hookfed-nosed, e'en as might be 
An ancient erne; his hair falls down 
From 'neath a wide slouched hat of brown. 
And mingles while with his white beard j 
A broad brown brand, most men have feared, 
Hangs by his side, and at his back 
Is slung a huge harp, that doth lack 
All fairness certes, and so great 
It is, that few might bear its weight, 

Yea, Heimir even, somewhat slow 
Beneath its burden walketh now, 

And looketh round, and stayeth soon. 

On a calm sunny afternoon. 

Within a cleared space of a wood, 

At last the huge old warrior stood 
And peered about him doubtfully; 

Who, when nought living he might see, 
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But mid the beech-boughs high aloft 
A blue-winged jay, and squirrel soft, 

And in the grass a watchful hare, 

Unslung his harp and knelt down there 
Beside it, and a little while 
Handled the hollow with a smile 
Of cunning, and behold, the thing 
Opened, as by some secret spring, 

And there within the hollow lay, 

.Clad in gold-fringed well-wrought array, 
Aslaug, the golden-headed child. 

Asleep and rosy; but she smiled 
As Hcimir’s brown hand drew a-near, 

And woke up free from any fear, 

Aud stretched her hands out towards his face 

« 

He sat him down in the green i)lacc, 

With kind arms round the little one, 

I'lll, fully waked now, to the sun 
She tunied, and babbling, ’gainst his breast 
Her dimpled struggling hands she pressed : 
His old lips touched tliosc eyes of hers, 

That Sigurd’s hope and Brynhild’s tears 
Made sad e^en in her life’s first spring; 

Then sweet her chuckling laugh did ring, 

As down amid the flowery grass 
He set her, aud beheld her j)ass 
From flower to flowei in utter glee; 
Therewith he reached out thoughtfully^ 

And cast his arms around the harp, 
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That at thte first most strange and sharp 
Rang through the still day, and the child 
Stopped, startled by that music wild : 

But then a change came o’er the strings, 

As, tinkling sweet, of meny things 
They seemed to tell, and to and fro 
Danced Aslaug, till the tune did grow 
Fuller and stronger, sweeter still. 

And all the woodland place did fill 
With sound, not merry now nor sad, 

But sweet, heart-raising, as it had 
The gathered voice of that fair day 
Amidst Its measured strains ; her play 
Amid the flowers grew slower now, 

And sadder did the music grow, 

And yet still sweeter • and with that, 

Js'igher to where the old man sat 

Aslaug ’gan move, until at last 

All sound from the strained strings there passed 

As into each other’s eyes they gazed; 

Then, sighing, the young thing he raised, 

And set her softly on his knee, 

And laid her round cheek pitifully 
Unto his own, and said: 

“ Indeed, 

Of such as I shalt thou have need, 

As swift the troubled days wear by, 

And yet I know full certainly 
My life on earth shall not be long: 
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And those who think to better wrong " 

By working wrong shall seek thee wide 
To slay thee; yea, belike they ride 
E'en now unto ijiy once-loved home. 

Well, to a void place shall they come, 

And I for thee thus much have wrought— 
For thee and Brynhild—yea, and nought 
I deem it still to turn my face 
Each mom unto some unknown place 
Like a poor churl—for, ah ! who knows 
Upon what wandering wind that blows 
Drives Brynhild's spint through the air, 
And now by such road may I fare 
I'hat we may meet ere many days.'' 

4 

Again the youngling did he raise 
Unto his face, for to the earth 
Had she slipped down; her babbling mirth 
Had mingled with his low deep speech , 
But now, as she her hand did reach 
Unto his beard, nor stinted more 
Her babble, did a change come o'er 
His face; for through the windless day 
Afar a mighty horn did bray; 

Then from beneath his cloak he drew 
A golden phial, and set it to 
Her ruddy lips in haste, and she 
Gazed at him awhile fearfully, « 

As though she knew he was afraid; 
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But silently the child he laid 
In the harp's hollow place, for now 
Drowsy and drooping did she grow 
'Neath the strong potion ; hastily 
He shut the haip, and raised it high 
Upon his shoulder, set his sword 
Ready to hand, and with no word 
Stalked off along the forest glade; 

But muttered presently • 

“ Afraid 

Is a strange word for me to say; 

But all IS changed in a short day, 

And full of death the world seems grown 
Mayliap 1 shall be left alone 
'VV'hcn all are dead beside, to dream 
Of liappy life that once did seem 
So stirring 'midst the folk I loved. 

Ah! is there nought that may be moved 
By strong desire? yea, nought that rules 
The very Gods who thnist earth’s fools, 
This way and that as foolishly, 

For aught I know thereof, as I 

Deal with the chess when I am drunk ?" 

Ills head upon his breast was sunk 
Foi a long space, and then again 
He spake • “ My life is on the wane, 
Somewhat of this I yet may leam 
Ere long; yet I am fain to earn 
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My rest by reaching Atli’s land ; 

For surely 'ncath his mighty hand 
Safe from the Niblungs shall she be, 

Safe from the forge of misery, 

Grimhild the Wise-wife.” 

As a goad 

That name was to him; on he strode 

Still swifter, silent. Ilut day wore 

As fast between the tree-stems hoar 

, He went his ways, belike it was 

That he scarce knew if he did pass 

O'er rough or smooth, by daik or light, * 

Until at last the very night 

Had closed round him as thinner grew 

The wood that he was hurrying through, 

And as he gained a grey hilfs l)row 

He felt the sea-breeze meet him now, 

And heard the low surf's measured beat 
* 

Upon the beach. He stayed his feet, 

And through the dusky gathering dark 
Peered round and saw what seemed a spark 
Along the hill's ridge, thitherward 
He turned, stiU warily on guard. 

Until he came unto the door 
Of some stead, lone belike and poor: 

There knocking, was he bidden in, 

And heedfully he raised the pin, 

And entering stood with blinking ^aze 
Before a fire's unsteady blaze. 
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There*sat a woman all alone 
Whom some ten years would make a crone. 
Yet would they little worsen her; 

Her face was sorely pinched with care, 

Sour and Ihin-lipped she was; of hue 
E’en like a duck’s foot; whitish blue 
Her eyes were, seeming as they kept 
Wide open even when she slept. 

She rose up, and was no less great 
Than a tall man, a thing of weight 
Was the gaunt hand that held a torch 
As Heimir, midmost of the porch. 

Fixed his deep grey and solemn eyes 
Upon that wretched wife’s surprise. 

“Well,” said she, “what may be your will ? 
Little we have your sack to fill, 

If on thieves’ errand ye are come; 

But since the goodman is from home 
I know of none shall say you nay 
If ye have will to bear away 
The goodwife.” 

As on a burned house 
Grown cold, the moon shines dolorous 
From out the rainy lift, so now 
A laugh must crease her lip and brow. 

“ I am no thief, goodwife,” he said, 

“ But aslj; wherein to lay my head 
To-night.” 
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‘ Well, goodman, sit,” said she: 
** Thine ugly box of minstrelsy 
With thine attire befits not ill; 

And both belike may match thy skill.” 

So b^ the fire he sat him down, 

And she too sat, and coarse and brown 

The thread was that her rock gave forth 
» 

As there she spun ; of little worth 
Was all the gear that hall did hold. 

Now Heimir ncw-come from the cold 
Had set his harp down by his side, 

And, turning his grey eyes and wide 
Away from hers, pouched down his hat 
Yet farther o'er his brows, and sat 
With hands outstretched unto the flame. 

But had he noted how there came 
A twinkle into her dead eyes. 

He had been minded to anse, 

Methinks ; for better company 
The wild-wood wolf had been than she. 
Because, from out the hodden grey 
That was the great man's poor array, 

Once and again could she behold 
How that the gleam of ruddy gold 
Came forth : so therewith she arose. 

And, wandering round the hall, drew close 
Unto the great harp, and could se« 

Some fringe of golden bravery 
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Hanging rtierefrom.—And the man too, 

In spite of patch and clouted shoe, 

And unadorned sword, seemed indeed 
Scarce less than a great king in need, 

So wholly noble was his mien. 

So, with these things thus thought and seen 
Within her mind grew fell intent ^ 

As to and fro the hall she went, 

And from the ark at last did take 
Meal forth for porridge and for cake, 

And to tile fire she turned, and ’gan 
To look still closer on the man 
As with the girdle and the pot 
She busied her, and doubted not 
That on his arm a gold ring was ; 

For presently, as she did pass, 

Somewhat she brushed the cloak from him, 
And saw the gold gleam nowise dim. 

Then sure, if man might shape his fate, 

Her greed impatient and dull hate 
Within her eyes he might have seen, 

And so this tale have never been. 

But nought he heeded; far away 
His thoughts were. 

Therewith did she lay 
The meal upon the board, and said, 

** Meseems ye would be well apaid 
Of meat«and drink, and it is here, 

Fair lord—though somewhat sorry cheer; 
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Fall to now.” 

Whining, with a grin 
She watched, as,one who sets a gin, 

If at the name of lord at all 
He started, but no speech did fall 
From his old lips, and wearily 
He gat to meat, and she stood by, 

And poured the drink to him, and said: 

To such a husband am I wed 

That ill is speech with him, when he 

Comes home foredone with drudgery, 

And though indeed I deem thee one 

WTio deeds of fame full oft hath done 

% 

And would not fear him, yet most ill 
'Twould be the bliss of us to spill 
In brawl with him, as might betide 
If thou his coming shoiildst abide 
Our barley bam is close hereby. 

Wherein a weary man might he 
And be no worse at dawn of day.” 

Well, goodwife,” said he, “ lead the way 1 
Worse lodging have I had than that. 

Where the wolf howled unto the bat, 

And red the woodland stream did run.” 

She started back, he seemed as one 
Who might have come back from the dead, 
To wreak upon her evil head 
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Her sour ill life, but nought the more 
He heeded her ; “ Go on before,” 

He said, “ for 1 am in no case 

To-mght to meet an angry face 

And hold my hand from my good sword.” 

So out she passed without a word, 
Though when he took in careful wise 
The heavy harp, with greedy eyes 
And an ill scowl she gazed thereon, 

Yet durst say nought. But soon they won 
Unto the barn’s door'—he turned round, 
And, gazing down the rugged ground, 
Beheld the sea wide reaching, white 
Beneath the new-nsen moon, and bright 
His face waxed for a little while, 

And on the still night did he smile. 

As into the dark place he went,— 

And saw no more of the grey bent, 

Or sea, or sky, or roorroVs sun. 

Unless perchance when all is done. 

And all the wrongs the Gods have wrought 
Come utterly with them to nought, 

New heavens and earth he shall behold, 
And peaceful folk, and days of gold, 

When Baldur is come back again 
O’er an und 3 ring world to reign. 

For Fhen the carl came home that night. 
In every ill wise that she might, 
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She egged him on their guest to slay 
As sleeping in the barn he lay; 

And, since the man was no ill mate 
For her, and heedless evil fate 
Had made him big and strong enow, 

He plucked up heart to strike the blow 
Though but a coward thief he was. 

So at the grey dawn did he pass 
Unto the bam, and entered there, 

But through its dusk therewith did hear 
The sound of harp-strings tinkling. then, 
As IS the wont of siich-likc men, 

Great fear of ghosts fell on his heart, 

Yet, trembling sore, he thrust apart 
The long stems of Ihe barley-straw. 

And, peering round about, he saw 
Heimir asleep, his naked brand 
Laid o’er his knees, but his right hand 
Amid the harp-stnngs, whence there came 
A mournful tinkling , and some name 
His lips seemed muttering, and withal 
A strange sound on his ears did fall 
As of a young child murmuring low 
The muffled sounds of jjassuig woe 
Nought dreadful saw he; yet the hair 
’Gan bristle on his head with fear, 

And twice was he at point to turn 
His bread by other craft to earn , 

But in the end prevailed in him 
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His raging greed 'gainst glimmerings dim 
Of awe and pity; which but wrought 
In such wise in him that he thought 
How good it were if all were done, 

And day, and noise, and the bright sun 
Were come again : he crept along, 

Poising a spear, thick shafted, strong, 

In his right hand; and ever fast 
His heart beat as the floor he passed, 

And o'er his shoulder gazed for fear 
Once and again; he raised the spear, 

As Ileimir’s hand the string still pressed. 

And thrust it through his noble breast, 

Then turned and fled, and heard behind 
A sound as of a wildered wind. 

Half moan, half sigh; then all was still. 

But yet such fear his soul did fill 
That he stayed not until he came 
Into the hall, and cried the name 
Of his wife, Grima, in high voice. 

“Ah well,” she said, “ what needs this noise 
Can ye not see me here ?—Well then ?” 

“ Wife,” said he, “ of the sons of men 
I deem him not, rather belike 
Odin it was that I did strike.” 

She laughed an ill laugh. “ Well,” she said, 
“What then, if only he be dead?” 
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“What if he only seemed to die?” 

« 

He said, “ and when night draweth nigh 
Shall come again grown twice as great, 

And eat where yesternight he ate ? 

For certes, wife, that harp of his, 

No earthly minstrelsy it is, 

Since as in sleep the man was laid 
Of its own self a tune it played; 

Yea, yea, and in a man’s voice cried, 

Belike a troll therein doth bide.” 

I 

“ An ugly, ill-made minstrel’s tool,” 

She said; “ thou blundenng, faint-heart fool I 
Some wind moaned through the bam belike, 
And the man’s hand the strings did strike.” 

And yet she bliivcred as she spake, 

As though some fear her heart did take, 

And neither durst to draw anigh 
The bam until the sun was high, 

Then in they went together, and saw 
The old man lying in the straw, 

Scarce otherwise than if asleep, 

Though in his heart the spear lay deep, 

And round about the floor was red. 

Then Grima went, and from the dead 
Stripped off the gold ring, while the man 
Stood still apart; then she began 
To touch the harp, but in no wise 
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Might open it to leach the prize. 

Wherefore she l.ade her husband bring 
Edge-tools to split the cursed thing. 

He brought them trembling, and the twain 
Fell to, and soon their end did gain; 

But shrank back trembling to sec there 
ITie youngling, her grey eyes and clear 
Wide open, fearless; but the wife 
Knew too much of her own sour life 
To fear the other world o’ermuch, 

And soon began to pull and touch 
The golden raiment of the may. 

And at the last took heart to say: 

‘‘ Be comforted i we shall not die, 

For no work is this certainly 
Wrought in the country never seen, 

But raiment of a Hunnish queen— 

Gold secst thou, goodman ! gems secst thou !- 
No ill work hast thou wrought I trow 
But, for the maiden, we must give 
Victuals to her that she may live; 

For though to-clay she is indeed 
But one more mouth for us to feed, 

Yet as she waxeth shall she do 
Right many a thing to help us two; 

Yea, whatso hardest work there is, 

That shall be hers—no life of bliss 
Like sewing gold mid bower-mays; 
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She shall be strong, too, as the days 
Increase on her.” 

, Then said the man : 
“Get speech from her, for sure she can 
Tell somewhat of her life and state." 

But whatso he or his vile mate 
Might do, no word at all she spake 
Either for threat or i)roniise sake; 

•Until at last they deemed that she 
Was tongue-tied : so now presently 
Unto the homestead was she brought, 
Aiid her array all golden-wrought 
btiipped from her, and in rags of grey 
Clad was she. But from light of day 
The carl hid Heimir dead, and all 
Into dull sodden life did fall. 


S O with the twain abode the may, 
Waxing in beauty day by day 
But ever as one tongue-tied was, 

What thing soever came to pass, 

And needs the hag must call her Crow' 
“ A name," she said, “ full good enow 
For thee—my mother bore it erst." • 
So lived tlie child that she was nursed 
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On little meat and plenteous blows; 

Yet nowise would she weep, but close 
Would set her teeth thereat, and go 
About what work she had to do. 

And ever wrought most sturdily; 

Until at last she grew to be 
More than a child. And now the place 
That once had borne so dull a face 
Grew well-nigh bright to look upon, 

And whatso thing might shine there shone; 
Yea, all but her who brought about 
That change therein—for, past all doubt. 
Years bettered in nowise our hag, 

And ever she said that any rag 
Was good enough to clothe the Crow. 

And still her hate did grow and grow 
As Aslaug grew to womanhood, 

Oft would hhe sit in murderous mood 
Long hours, with hand auigh a knife. 

As Aslaug slc])t, all hate at strife 
With greed within her, yet withal 
Somethmg like fear of her did fall 
Upon her heart, and heavy weighed 
That awful beauty, that oft stayed 
Her hand from closing on the hilt, 

E’en more than thought of good things spilt. 
Hard words and blows this scarce might stay, 
For like the minutes of the day. 

Not looked lor, noted not when gone, 
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Were all such things unto the crone, 

And, smitten or unsmittcn, still 
The Crow was swift to work her will. 

In spring-tide of her seventeenth year, 

On the hill-side the house anear 
Went Aslaug, following up her goats : 

On such a day as when Love floats 
Through the soft air unseen, to touch 
Our hearts with longings overmuch 
Unshapen into hojies, to make 
All things seem fairer for the sake 
Oi that which cometh, who doth bear 
Who knows how mi 4 ch of grief and fear 
In his fair arms. So Aslaug went. 

On vogue and unnamed thoughts intent, 

Tliat seemed to her full sweet enow, 

And ever greater hoj[)c did grow, 

And sweet seemed life to her and good, 
bnioll reason why ; into the wood 
She turned, and w'andered slim and fair 
*Twixt the dark tree-boles . strange and rare 
The sight was of her golden head. 

So good, uncoifed, unchapleted, 

Above her sordid dark array, 

That over her fair body lay 
As dark clouds on a hlied hill. 

The wild things well might gaze their fill, 

As tlirough the wind-flowers brushed her feet, 
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As her lips smiled when those did meet 
The lush-cold blue-bells, or were set 
Light on the pale dog-violet 
Late April bears : the red-throat jay 
Screamed not for nought, as on her way 
She went, light-laughing at some thought; 
If the dove moaned 'twas not for nought, 
Since she was gone too soon from him, 
And e’en the sight he had was dim 
For the thick budding twigs. At last 
Into an open space she passed, 

Nigh filled with a wide, shallow lake, 
Amidmost which the fowl did take 
Their pastime; o’er the firmer grass, 
*Twixt rushy ooze, swift did she pass, 
Until upon a bank of sand 
Close to the water did she stand. 

And gazed down in that windless place 
Upon the image of her face, 

And as she gazed laughed musically 
Once and again ; nor heeded she ^ 

Her straying flock : her voice, that none 
Had heard since Heimir was undone 
Within that wetched stead, began 
Such speech as well had made a man 
Forget his land and kin to make 

Those sweet lips tremble for his sake : 

« 


“ Spring bringeth love,” she said, ** to all. 
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She sighed as those sweet sounds did fall 
From her unkissed lips: “ Ah,” said she, 

“ How came that sweet word unto me, 
Among such wretched folk who dwell, 
Folk who still seem to carry hell 
About with them ?—That ancient man 
They slew, with whom my life began, 

I deem he must have taught me that. 

And how the steel-clad maiden sat 
Asleep within the ring of flame. 

Asleep, and waiting till Love came, 

Who was my father : many a dream 
1 dream thereof, till it doth seem 
That they will fetch me hence one day. 
Somewhere I deem life must be gay, 

The flowers are wrought not for the sake 
Of those two murderers.” 

While she spake 

Her hands were busy with her gown, 

And at the end it slipped adown 
And left her naked there and white 
In the unshadowed noontide light. 

Like Freyia in her house of gold, 

A while her limbs did she behold 
Clear mirrored in the lake beneath; 

Then slowly, with a shuddering breath, 
Stepped in the water cold, and played 
Amid the ripple that she made, • 

And spoke again aloud, as though 
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The lone place of her heart might know: 

“ Soothly,” she said, if I knew fear, 
Scarcely should I be sporting here, 

But blinder surely has the crone 
In those last months of winter grown, 

Nor knows if I be foul or sweet. 

Or sharp stripes might I chance to meet, 
As heretofore it hath been seen 
When I have dared to make me clean 
Amid their foulness : loathes her heart 
That one she hates should have a part 
In the world's joy.—Well, time wears by, 

1 was not made for misery. 

Surely if dimly do mine eyes 
Behold no sordid tale arise, 

No ill life drawing near—who knows 
But I am kept for greater woes. 

Godlike despair that makes not base, 
Though like a stone may grow the face 
Because of it, yea, and the heart 
A hard-vTought treasure set apart 
For the world’s glory?” 

Therewith she 

Made for the smooth bank leisurely. 

And, naked as she was, did jiass 

Unto the warm and flowery grass 

All unashamed, and fearing not 

For alight that should draw nigh the spot: 

And soothly had some hunter been 
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Near by and all her beauty seen, 

He would have deemed he saw a fay 
And hastenecLtrembling on his way. 

But when full joyance she had had 
Of sun and flowers, her limbs she clad 
In no long time, forsooth, and then 
Called back her wandering flock again 
With one strange dumb cry, e’en as though 
Their hearts and minds she needs must know, 
For hurrying back with many a bleat 
They huddled round about her feet. 

And back she went unto the stead, 

Strange visions pressing round her head, 

So light of heart and limb, that though 
She went with measured steps and slow, 

Each yard seemed but a dance to her. 

So now the thick wood did she clear. 

And o’er the bent beheld the sea. 

And stood amazed there suddenly. 

For a long ship, with shield-hung rail, 

And fair-stained flapping raven-sail, 

And golden dragon-stem, there lay 
On balanced oars amidst the bay, 

Slow heaving with the unrippled swell. 

With a strange hope she might not tell 
Her eyes ran down the strand, and there 
Lay beached a ship’s boat painted f!iir, 

And on the shingle by her side 
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Three blue-clad axemen did abide 
Their fellows, sent belike ashore 
To gather victuals for their store* 

She looked not long; with heart that beat 
More quickly and with hurrying feet 
Unto the homestead did she pass, 

And when anigh the door she was 
She heard men^s voices deep and rough; 
Then the shrill crone, who said, “ Enough 
Of work I once had done for you, 

But now my days left are but few 
And I am weak ; I prithee wait, 

Already now the noon is late, 

My daughter, Crow', shall soon be here 

Nay,^' said a shiiiman, have no fear, 
Goodwife, a speedy death to get, 

'riiou art a sturdy carline yet: 

Howbeit we well may wait a while.” 

Thereat Aslaug, with a strange smile, * 
Fresh from that water in the wood. 

Pushed back the crazy door, and stood 
Upon the threshold silently; 

Bareheaded and barefoot was she, 

And scarce her rags held each to each, 

Yet did the shijimen stay their speech 
And open-mouthed upon her stare, 

As with bright eyes and face flushed fair 
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She stood \ one gleaming lock of gold, 
Strayed from her fair head’s plaited fold, 
Fell far below her girdlestead, 

And round about her shapely head 
A garland of dog-violet 
And wind-flowers meetly had she set: 
They deemed it little scathe indeed 
That’her coarse homespun ragged weed 
Fell off from her round arms and lithe 
•Laid on the door-post, tliat a withe 
Of willows was her only belt; 

And each as he gazed at her felt 
As some gift had been given him. 


At last one grumbled, “ Nowise dim 
It is to see, goodwife, that this 
No branch of thy great kinship is.” 

Grima was glaring on the may, 

And scarce for rage found words to say; 
“ Yea, soothly is she of our km : 
Sixty-five winters change tli skin. 

And whatsoever she may be, 

Though she is dumb as a dead tree, 

She worketh ever double-tide. 

So, masters, ope youi mealsacks wide 
And fall to work; enow of wood 
There is, I trow.” 
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And there she stood, 
Shaking all o^cr, and when the may 
Bnishcd past her going on her way, 

From off the board a knife she caught, 

And well-nigh had it in her thought 
To end it all. Small heed the men 
Would take of her, forsooth; and when 
They turned their baking-work to speed. 

And Aslaug fell the meal to knead. 

He was the happiest of them all 
Unto whose portion it did fall 
To take the loaves from out her hand ; 

And gaping often would he stand, 

And ever he deemed that he could feel 
A trembling all along the peel 
Whenas she touched it—sooth to say, 

Such bread as there was baked that day 
Was never seen : such as it was 
The work was done, and they did pass 
Down toward the shij), and as they went 
A dull place seemed the th}Tny bent, 

Gilded by sunset; the fair ship. 

That soft in the long swell did dip 
Her golden dragon, seemed nought worth. 
And they themselves, all void of mirth, 
Stammering and blundering in their speech, 
Still looking back, seemed each to each 
llbsHapen, ugly, rough and base 
As might be found in any place. 
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Well, saith the tale, and when the bread 
Was broken, just as light as lead 
Men found the same, as sweet as gall. 

Half baked and sodden; one and all 
Men gave it to the devil; at last 
Unto their lord the story passed, 

Who called for them, and bade them say 
Why they had wrought in such a way ; 

They grinned and stammered, till said one; 
“We did just e'en as must be done 
When men are caught; had it been thou 
A-cold had been the oven now.” 

“Ye deal in riddles,” said the lord, 

“ Enough brine is there overboard 
To fill you full if even so 
Ye needs must have it.” 

“We did go,” 

The man said, “ to a house, and found 
That lack of all things did abound; 

A yellow-faced and blear-eyed crone 
Was in the sooty hall alone ; 

But as we talked with her, and she 
Spake to us ill and craftily, 

A wondrous scent was wafted o'er 
The space about the open door. 

And all the birds drew near toeing. 

And summer pushed on into spring, * 

Until there stood before our eyes 
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A damsel clad in wretched guise, 

Yet surely of the gods I deem, 

So fair she was ;—well then this dream 
Of Freyia on midsummer night, 

This breathing love, this once-seen sight, 
Flitted amidst us kneading meal, 

And from us all the wits did steal;— 

Hadst thou been wise?*' 

“ Well,” said the lord, 

“ This seemeth but an idle word; 

Yet since ye all are in one tale 
Somewhat to you it may avail— 

Speak out! my lady that is dead— 

Thora, the chief of goodlihead— 

Came this one nigh to her at all?” 

One answer from their mouths did fall, 

That she was fairest ever seen. 

“ If two such mar\’'ellous things have been 
Wrought by the gods, then have tliey wrought 
Exceeding well,” the lord said; “ nought 
Will serve me now but to have sight 
Of her, and hear the fresh delight 
Of her sweet voice.’* 

“ Nay, nay,” one cried, 

“ The carlinj called the maid tongue-tied 
E'en flom her birth.** 


But thoughtfully 
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The lord spake : “ Then belike shall be 
Some wonder in the thing. Lo now, 
Since I, by reaspn of my vow 
Made on the cup at Yule, no more 
May set foot upon any shore 
Till I in Micklegarth have been, 

And somewhat there of arms have seen, 
Go ye at earliest morn and say 
That I would see her ere the day 
• Is quite gone by; here shall she come 
And go as if her father^s home 
The good ship were, and I indeed 
Her very brother. Odin speed 
The matter in some abetter wise. 

Unless your words be nought but lies !” 

So the next mom she had the word 
To come unto their king and lord ; 

She answered not, but made as though 
Their meaning she did fully know, 

And gave assent: the crone was there, 
And still askance at her did glare, 

And mid her hatred grew afeard 
Of what might come, but spoke no word; 
And ye may well believe indeed 
That those men gave her little heed, 

But stared at Aslaug as she stood 
Beside the greasy, blackened wood 
Of the hall’s uprights, fairer grown 
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Than yesterday, soft ^ncath her gown 
Her fair breast heaving, her wide eyes 
Mid dreams of far-off things grown wise. 

The rock dropped down in her left hand;— 
There mazed awhile the men did stand, 
Then gat them back. And so the sun 
Waxed hot and waned, and, day nigh done. 
Gleamed on the ship's side as she lay 
Close in at deepest of the bay, 

Her bridge gold-hung on either hand 
Cast out upon the hard white sand \ 

While o'er the bulwarks many a man 
Gazed forth j and the great lord began 
To fret and fume, till on the brow 
Of the low cliff they saw her now, 

Who stood a moment to behold 
The ship's sun-htten flashing gold; 

Then slowly 'gan to get her down 
A steep path in the sea-cliff brown, 

Till on a sudden did she meet 
The slant sun cast about its feet, 

And flashed as in a golden cloud; 

Since scarcely her poor raiment showed 
Beneath the glory of her hair. 

Whose last lock touched her ankles bare. 

For so it was that as she w^ent 
Unto this meeting, all intent 
Upon the time that was to be, 
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While yet just hidden from the sea, 

She stayed her feet a little while, 

And, gazing on her raiment vile, 

Flushed red, and muttered,— 

“Who can tell 

But I may love this great lord well ? 

An evil thing then should it be 
If he cast loathing eyes on me 
This first time for ray vile attire.” 

Then, while her cheek still burned like fire, 
Slie set hand to her hair of gold 
Until its many ripples rolled 
All ovei her, and no great (lueen 
Was e^cr more gloriously beseen \ 

And thus she went upon her way. 

Now when the crew beheld the may 
Set foot upon the sand there rose 
A mighty shout from midst of those 
Rough seafarers; only the lord 
Stood silent ga/ing overboard 
With great eyes, till the bodge she gained, 
And still the colour waxed and waned 
Within his face; but w^hen her foot 
First pressed the plank, to his heart's root 
Sweet pain there pierced, for her great eyes 
Were fixed on his in earnest wise. 

E'en as her thoughts were all of him; 
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And somewhat now all things waxed dim, 
As unto her he stretched his hand, 

And felt hers ; and the twain did stand 
Hearkening each other’s eager breatli. 

But she was changed, for pale as death 
She was now as she heard his voice. 

“ Full well may we this eve rejoice, 

Fair maid, that thou hast come to us; 

That this grey shore and dolorous 
Holds greater beauty than the earth 
Mid fairer days may bring to birth. 

And that 1 hold it now. But come 
Unto the wind-blown woven home, 

Where I have dwelt alone awhile, 

And with thy sj>eech the hours beguile.” 

For nothing he remembered 
Of what his men unto him said. 

That she was dumb. Not once she turned 
Her eyes from his; the low sun burned *' 
Within her waving hair, as she 
Unto the poop went silently 
Beside him, and with faltering feet. 

Because this hour seemed over sweet, 

And still his right hand held her hand. 

But'when at last the twain did stand 
Beneath the gold-hung tilt alone. 
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He said, “ Thou seemest such an one 
As who could love ; thou lookst on me 
As though thou hopedst love might be 
Betwixt us—thou art pale, my sweet, 

Good were it if our lips should meet.” 

Then mouth to mouth long time they stood. 
And when they sundered the red blood 
Burnt in her cheek, and tenderly 
Trembled her lips, and drew anigh 
His lips again : but speech did break 
Swiftly from out them, and she spake : 

“ May it be so, fair man, that thou 
Art even no less happy now 
Than I am.” 

With a joyous cry 
He caught her to him hastily; 

And mid that kiss the sun went down, 

And colder was the dark world grown. 

Once more tlicy parted ; ‘‘ Ah, my love,” 

He said, “ I knew not aught could move 
My heart to such joy as thy speech.” 

She made as if she fain would reach 
Her lips to his once more; but ere 
They touched, as smitten by new fear, 

She diew aback and said : Alas I 
It darkens, and I needs must pass 
Ikick to the land, to be more sad 


F 
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Than if this joy I ne’er had had. 

And thou—thou shalt be sorry too, 

And pity me that it is so.” 

“ To-morrow mom comes back the day, 
He said, “ If we should part, sweet may: 
Yet wliy should I be left forlorn 
Betwixt this even and the mom ?” 

His hand had swept aback her hair, 
And on her shoulder, gleaming bare 
From midst her rags, was trembling now \ 
But she drew back, and o’er her brow 
Gathered a troubled thoughtful frown, 
And on the bench she sat her down 
And spake : “ Nay, it were wise to bide 
Awhile. Behold, the world is wide, 

Yet have we found each other here. 

And each to other seems more dear 
Than all the world else.—Yet a king 
Thou art, and I am such a thing, 

By some half-dreame<i-of chance cast forth 
To live a life of little worth, 

A lonely life—and it may be 
That thou shouldst weary soon of me 
If I abode here now—and I, 

How know I ? All unhappily 
My life has gone; scarce a kind word 
Except in dreams my ears have heard 
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But those thy lovely lips have said : 

It might be when all things were weighed 
That I too light, of soul should prove 
To hold for ever this great love." 


Down at her feet therewith he knelt, ^ 
And round her his strong arms she felt 
Drawing her to him, as he said : 

These are strange words for thee, O maid 
Are those sweet loving lips grown cold 
So soon ? Yet art thou in my hold, 

Ai^d certainly my heart is hot. 

What help against me hast thou got ?” 


Each unto each their cheeks were laid, 
As in a trembling voice she said * 

“ No help, because so dear to me 
Thou art, and mighty as may be; 

Thou hast seen much, art wiser far 
Than I am j yet strange thoughts there are 
In my mind now—some half-told tale 
Stirs in me, if I might avail 
To tell it.” 

Suddenly she rose, 

And thrust him from her, “ Ah, too close ! 
Too close now, and too far apart 
To-morrow ^ —and a barren heart, * 
And days that ever fall to worse, 
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And blind lives struggling with a curse 
They cannot grasp \ Liook on my face. 
Because I deem me of a race 
That knoweth such a tale too well. 

Yet if there be such tale to tell 
Of us twain, let it e’en be so, 

Rather than we should fail to know 
This love—ah me, my love forbear 1 
No pain for thee and me I fear; 

Yet strive we e’en for more than this 1 
Thou who hast given, me my first bliss 
To-day, forgive me. that in turn 
I see the pain within thee burn. 

And may not help—because mine eyes 
The Gods make clear. I am grown wise 
With gain of love, and hope of days 
That many a coming age shall praise.” 

Awhile he gazed on her, and shook 
With passion, and his cloak’s hem took 
With both hands as to rend it down ; ' 
Yet from his brow soon cleared the frown 
He said : ‘‘ Yea, such an one thou art. 

As needs alone must fill my heart 
If I be like my fathei^s kin. 

And have a hope great deeds to win ; 

And surely nought shall hinder me 
1 rorfi living a great life with thee— 

Say now what thou wouldst have me do.*' 
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“ Some deed of fame thou goest to,” 
She said, ‘‘ for surely thou art great; 

Go on thy way-then, and if fate 
So shapen is, that thou mayst come 
Once more unto this lonely home, 

There shalt thou find me, who will live 
Through whatso days that fate may give, 
Till on some happy coming day 
Thine oars again make white the bay.” 

“ If that might be remembered now,” 
He said, ‘‘last Yule I made a vow 
In some far land to win me fame. 

Come nigher, swec^t, and hear my name 
Before thou goest; that if so be 
Death take me and my love from thee, 
Thou mayst then think of who I was, 

Nor let all memory of me pass 
When tliou to some great king art wed: 
Then shalt thou say, ‘ Ragnar is dead. 
Who was the son of Sigurd Ring, 

Among the Danes a mighty king. 

He might have had me by his side,’ 

Then shalt thou say, ‘ that hour he died ; 
But my heart failed and not his heart.’ ” 

“ Nay, make it not too hard to part,” , 
She said, when once again their lips • 
Had sundered; “ as gold-bearing ships 
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Foundered amidmost of the sea, 

So shall the loves of most men be, 

And leave no trace behind. God wot 
This heart of mine shall hate thee not 
Whatso befall; but rather bless 
Thee and this hour of happiness j 
And if this tide shall come again 
After hard longing and great pain, 

How sweet, how sweet I O love, farewell, 
Lest other tale there be to tell: 

Yet heed this now lest afterward 
It seem to thee a thing too hard 
To keep thy faith to such as me; 

I am belike what thou dost see, 

A goatherd girl, a peasant maid, 

Of a poor wretched crone afraid 
From dawn to dusk j despite of dreams 
In morning tides, and misty gleams 
Of wondrous stories, deem me such 
As I have said, nor overmuch 
Cast thou thy love upon my heart 
If even such a man thou art 
As needs must wed a great man's child." 

He stepped aback from her and smiled, 
And, stooping 'ncath the lamp, drew forth 
From a great chest a thing of worth— 

A silken sark wrought wondrously 
In some far land across the sea. 
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One thing this is of many such 
That I were fain thy skin should touch,” 

He said, “ If thou wouldst have it so.” 

But his voice faltered and sank low, 

As though her great heart he 'gan fear. 

She reached her fine strong hand anear 
The farfetched thing; then smiling said: 

“ Strange that such fair things can be made 
By men who die; and like it is 
Thou think’st me worthy of all bliss; 

But our rough liills and smoky house 
Befit not aught so glorious, 

E'en if thou come again to me j 
And if not, greatef grief to see 
The gifts of dead love !—what say I, 

Our crone should wear these certainly 
If I but brought them unto land.” 

He flushed red, and his strong right hand 
Fell to his sword-hilt. “ Nay,” she said, 

“ All that is nought if rightly weighed \ 

Hope and desire shall pass the days 
If thou come back.” 

Grave was her face 
And tremulous: he sighed; Then take 
This last gift only for my sake.” 

And once again their lips did touch 
And cling together. “ O many sucht” 

She said, if the time did not fail. 
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And my heart too : of what avail 
Against the hand of fate to strive ? 

Let me begin my life to live, 

As it must be a weary space/^ 

The moon smote full upon her face, 

As on a trembling sea, as now 
From the lamp-litten gold tilt low 
She stepped into the fresher air, 

He with her. Slow the twain did fare 
Amidst the wondering men, till they 
Had reached the bridge ; then swift awa> 
She turned, and passed the gold-hung rail. 
And o*er the sands the moon made pale 
Went gleaming, all alone : and he 
Watched till her light feet steadily 
Stepped up upon the dark cliff’s brow *. 
But no one time she turned her now. 

But vanished from him into night. 

So there he watched till changing light 
Brought the beginning of the tide 
Of longing that he needs must bide; 

Then he cried out for oars and sail. 

And ere the morning star did fail 
No more those cliffs his bird beheld, 

As ’neath the wind the broad sail swelled. 
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B ut for the maiden, back she went 
Unto the stead, and her intent 
She changed in nought: no word she spake 
What wrath soe'er on her might break 
From the fell crone, on whom withal 
Still heavier did that strange awe fall; 

As well might be, for from the may 
• Had girlish lightness passed away 
Into a sweet grave majesty, 

That scarce elsewhere the world might see. 

So wore the spring, and summer came. 
And went, and all the woods did flame 
With autumn, as in that old tide 
When slowly by the mirk hill-side 
Went Heimir to his unseen death : 

Then came the first frost’s windless breath, 
The steaming sea, the world all white, 

And glittering mom and silent night, 

As when the little one first felt 
The world a-cold; and still she dwelt 
Unchanged since that first spark of love 
Wrought the great change, that so did move 
Her heart to perfect loveliness. 

Nor overmuch did the days press 
Upon her with the weary waste ^ 

Of short life, that too quick doth haste 
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When joy is gained : if any thought 
Thereof unto her heart was brought, 

Rather it was, “ Ah, overlong 
For brooding over change and wrong 
When that shall come I Good gain to me 
My love’s eyes one more time to see, 

To feel once more his lips’ delight, 

And die with the short summer night. 

Not shamed nor sorry ! But if I 

Must bear the weight of misery 

In the after days, yet even then 

May I not leave to unborn men 

A savour of sweet things, a tale 

That midst all woes shall yet prevail 

To make the world seem something worth?” 

So passed the winter of the North, 

And once again was come the spring; 

Then whiles would she go loitering 
Slow-footed, and with hanging head, 

Through budding brake, o’er flowery mead, 
With blood that throbbed full quickly now 
If o’er the flowers her feet were slow, 

And bonds about her seemed to be. 

Yet wore the spring past lingeringly 
Till on a morn of latter May, 

When her soft sleep had passed away, 

Nought but the bright-billed sweet-throat bird 
Within the thorn at first she heard \ 



THE FOSTERING OF ASLAUG. 75 


But, even as her heart did meet 
The first wave of desire o'ersweet, 

The winding of a mighty horn 
Adown the breeze of May was borne, 

And throbbing hope on her did fall: 

Yet from her bed she leapt withal, 

And clad herself, and went about 
Her work, as though with ne^er a doubt 
That this day e’en such like should be 
As was the last j and so while she 
Quickened the fire and laid the board. 

Mid the crone’s angry, querulous word 
Of surly wonder, the goodman, 

With axe on shoulder, swiftly ran 
Adown the slope \ but presently 
Came breathless back: 

“ Ah, here they be! 

Come back again for something worse,” 

Said he. “ This dumb maid is some curse 
Laid on us.” 

Well,” the goodwife said, 

“ Who be they?” “ They who baked their bread 
Within this house last spring,” said he. 

“ Oft did I marvel then why she. 

This witch-maid, went unto the strand 
That eve.” 

“ Nay, maybe comes to hand 
Some luck,” the crone said. “ Holdrthy peace,” 
He said. “ What goodhap or increase ^ 
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From that ill night shall ever come ? 

Rather I deem that now come home 
Those fifteen years of murder; lo, 

The worst of all we soon shall know, 

I hear their voices.” 

Silently, 

If somewhat pale, Aslaug passed by 
From fire to board, as though she heard 
And noted nothing of that word, 

Whate’er it was: yet now, indeed, 

The clink of sword on iron weed, 

And voices of the seafarers, 

Came clear enow unto her ears \ 

Nor was it long or e’er the door 
Was darkened, as one stood before 
The light and cried : 

“ Hail to this house, 
If here still dwells the glorious 
Fair maiden, that across the seas 
We come for!” 

, Aslaug on her knees 
Knelt by the brightening fire and dropped 
The meal into the pot, nor stopped 
For all their words, but with her hand 
Screened her fair face. Then up did stand 
The goodman, quaking: 

« Well,” he said, 

Go§d be my meed I for we have fed 
This dumb maid all for kindness’ sake.” 
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“ No need,” he said, “ long words to make, 
And little heed we thy lies now, 

But if she doom thee to the bough. 

—All hail, our Lady and our Queen I ” 

For she, arisen, with glorious mien 
Was drawing near the board, and bare 
The-porridge-bowl and such-like gear 
Past where the men stood; tremblingly 
The leader of them drew anigh, 

And would have taken them, but she 
Swerved from his strong hand daintily, 

Smiled on him and passed by, and when 
They were set down turned back again 
And spoke, and well then might rejoice 
That dusky place to hear her voice 
For the first time : 

“ I doubt me not, 

O seafarers, but ye have got 
A message from that goodly lord 
Who spake last year a pleasant word, 

Hard to believe for a poor maid.” 

Trembled the t^^'ain at what she said 
Less than the unexpected sound. 

For death seemed in the air around. 

But the man spake : E’en thus he saith, 
That he, who heretofore feared deatj^ 

In no-wise, feared this morn to come 
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And seek thee out in thy poor home, 

Lest he should find thee dead or gone; 

For scarce he deemed so sweet a one 
Could be for him : ‘ But if she live,’ 

He said, ‘ and still her love can give 
To me, let her make no delay, 

For fear we see no other day 
Wherein to love.’ ” 

She said : Come, then! 
It shames me not that of all men 
I love him best But have ye there 
Somewhat these twain might reckon dear ? 
Their life is ill enow to live 
But that withal they needs must strive 
With griping want when I am gone ” 

He answered, “ O thou goodly one, 

Here have we many a dear-bought thing, 
Because our master bade us bring 
All queenly gear for thee, and deems 
That thou, so clad as well beseems 
That lovely body, wouldst aboard; 

But all we have is at thy word 
To keen or spend.” 

‘‘ Nay, friends,” she said, 
‘‘If thy lord loves my goodlihead, 

Fain would I bear alone to him 
What i^jpalth I have of face or limb, 

For him to deck when all is his, 
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So full enow shall even this 
That I am dight with be for me; 

But since indeed-of his bounty 
He giveth unto me to give— 

Take ye this gold, ye twain, and live 
E'en as ye may—small need to bless 
Or curse your sordid churlishness, 
Because hiethinks, without fresh curse. 
Each day that comes shall still be worse 
fThan the past day, and vrorst of all 
Your ending day on you shall fall. 

Yet, if It may be, fare ye well, 

Since in your house I came to dwell 
A certain time of mydife-days.” 

E*en as she spake, her glorious face 
Shone the last time on that abode, 

And her light feet the daisies trod 
Outside the threshold. But the twain 
Stood 'mazed above the bounteous gam 
Of rings and gems and money bnght, 
And a long while, for mere affnght 
And wonder, durst not handle it 

But while the butterfly did flit 
White round about the feet of her, 
Above the little May-flowers fair, 

She went adown the hill with these, 
Until the low wash of the seas 
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They heard, and murmuring of the men 
Who manned the long-ships; quickly then 
They showed above the grey bent’s brow* 
And all the folk beheld them now 
’Twixt oar and gunwale that abode, 

And to the sky their shout rose loud. 

But when upon the beach she came, 

A bright thing in the sun did flame • 

’Twixt sun and ship-side, and the sea 
Foamed, as one waded eagerly 
Unto the smooth and sea-beat sand, 

And for one moment did she stand 
Breathless, with beating heart, and then 
To right and left drew back the men; 

She heard a voice she deemed well known, 
Long waited through dull hours bygone. 
And round her mighty arms were cast: 

But when her ti*embling red lips passed 
From out the heaven of that dear kiss. 

And eyes met eyes, she saw in his 
Fresh pride, fresh hope, fresh love, and saw 
The long sweet days still onwiird draw. 
Themselves still going hand in hand, 

As now they went adown the strand. 
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N ext mo^p, when they awoke to see 
Each other's hands draw lovingly 
Each unto each, awhile they lay 
Silent, as though night passed away • 

They grudged full sore : till the King said 
Unto the happy golden head 
That lay upon his breast, ** What thought 
. By those few hours of dark was brought 
Unto thy heart, my love ? Did dreams 
Make strange thy loving sleep with gleams 
Of changing days that yet may be ? ” 

She answered, but still dreamily: 

“ In sleep a little while ago 
O’er a star-litten world of snow 
I fared, till suddenly nearby 
A swirling fire blazed up on high ; 

Thereto I went, and Avithout scathe 
Passed through the flame, as one doth bathe 
Within a summer stream, and there 
I saw a golden palace fair 
Ringed round about with roaring flame. 
Unto an open door I came, 

And entered a great hall thereby, 

And saw where ’neath a canopy 
A King and Queen there sat, more fair 
Than the world knoweth otherwhere 


o 
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And much methojght my heart smiled then 
Upon that goodliest of all men, 

That sweetest of all womankind. 

Then one methought a horn did wind 
Without, and the King turned and spake : 

“ " Wlierewith do the hall pillars shake, 

O Queen, O love ?' ^ 

She moved her head, 
And in a voice like music said : 

‘ This is the fame of Ragnar’s life, 

The breath of all the glorious strife 
Wherewith his days shall wear/ 

Then he: 

‘ What is the shadow that I see 
Adown the hall ? ’ 

Then said the Queen; 

‘ Our daughter surely hadst thou seen 
If thine eyes saw as clear as mine : 

AV^ell worth she is our love divine, 

And unto Ragnar is she wed, 

The best man since that thou wert dead, 

My King, my love, mine own, mine own/ 

Then the twain kissed upon the throne, 
And the dream passed and sleep passed too. 


Therewith the King her body drew 
N earer tb him, if it might be, 
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And spake : A strange dream came to me. 
Upon a waste at dawn I went 
And wandered over vale and bent, 

And ever was it dawn of day, 

And still upon all sides there lay 
The bones of men, and war-gear turned 
To shards and rust; then far off burned 
A fire, afid thither quick I passed. 

And when I came to it at last 
•Dreadful it seemed, impassable ; 

But* I, fain of that land to tell 
AVhat things soever might be known, 

Went round about, and up and down. 

And gat no jjassing by the same \ 

Until, methought, just where the flame 
Burned highest, tJirough the midst I saw 
A man and woman toward me draw, 

Even as through a flowery wood: 

So came they unto where I stood, 

And glad at lieart therewith I grew, 

For such fair folk as were the two 
Ne’er had I seen; then the man cried : 

' Hail to thee, Ragnar! well betide 
This dawn of day. Stretch forth thine hand.’ 

E'en as he bade me did I stand, 

Abiding what should hap, but he 
Turned to tlie woman lovingly, 
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And from her bosom's fresh delight 
Drew forth a blooming lily white, 

And set it in mine hand, and then 
Both through the flame went back again. 

“ Then afterwards in earth I set 
This lily, and with soft regret 
Watched for its fading; but withal 
Great light upon the world did fall, 

And fair the sun rose o'er the earth, 

And blithe I grew and full of mirth : 

And no more on a waste I was. 

But in a green world, where the grass 
White lily-blooms well-nigh did hide \ 

O’er hill and valley far and wide 
They waved in the warm wind; the sun 
Seemed shining upon everyone, 

As though it loved it: and with that 

I woke, and up in bed I sat 

And saw thee waking, O my sweet! ’* 

With that last word their lips did meet, 
And even the fresh May morning bright 
Was noted not in their delight. 

Let be—as ancient stories tell 
Full knowledge upon Ragnar fell 
In Upse of time, that this was she 
Begm in the felicity 
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Swift-fleeting of the wondrous twain, 

Who afterwards-through change and pain 
Must live apart to meet in death 

But, would ye know what the tale saith. 

In the old Danish tongue is writ 
Pull many a word concerning it,— 

The days through which these lovers passed. 
Till death made end of all at last. 

But so great Ragnar’s glory seemed 
To Northern folk, that many deemed 
That for his deatli, when song arose 
From that Northumferian adder-close, 
England no due atonement jiaid 
Till Harald Godwinson was laid 
Beside his fallen banner, cold 
Upon the blood-soaked Sussex mould, 

And o’er the wrack of Senlac field 
Full-fed the grey-nebbed raven wheeled. 
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I N the dim place that the sun knew no more 
He rose up when his tale was fully o’er. 

And ’gan to pace the long hall to and fro 
With old eyes looking downward, e’en as though 
None else were there; at last with upraised face 
He walked back swiftly to his fire-lit place, 

And sat him down, and turned to the young folk 
Smiling perforce; then from their lips outbroke 

The murmuring speech his moody looks had stilled, 

% 

And with a sweet sound was the hall fulfilled; 

TC’en like the noise that from the thin wood’s side 
Swims through the dawning day at April-tide 
Across the speckled eggs, when from the brown 
Soft feathers glittering eyes are looking down 
Over the dewy meads, too fresh and fair 
For aught but lovely feet to wander there. 

Drag on, long night of winter, in whose heart, 
Nurse of regret, the dead spring yet has part! 

Drag on, O night of dreams ! O night of fears I 
Fed by the summers of the bygone years ! 
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F rom this dull rainy undersky and low, 
This^murky ending of a leaden day, 

That never knew the sun, this half-thawed snow, 
These tossing black boughs faint against the grey 
Of gathering night, thou tumest, dear, away 
Silent, but w'ith thy scarce-seen kindly smile 
Sent through the dusk my longing to beguile. 


There, the lights gleam, and all is dark without ^ 
And in the sudden change our eyes meet dazed— 
O look, love, look again ! the veil of doubt 
Just for one flash, past counting, then was raised ^ 
O eyes of heaven, as clear thy sweet soul blazed 
On mine a moment I O* come back again 
Strange rest and dear amid the long dull pain! 


Nay, nay, gone by ! though there she sitteth still. 
With wide grey eyes so frank and fathomless— 

Be patient, heart, thy days they yet shall fill 
With utter rest—Yea, now thy pain they bless, 

And feed thy last hope of the world’s redress— 

O unseen hurrying rack I O wailing wind! 

What rest and where go ye this night to find ? 
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T he year has changed its name since that last tale 
Yet nought the pnsoned spring doth that avail. 
Deep buried under snow the country lies; 

Made dim by whirling flakes the rook still flies 
South-west before the wind; noon is as still 
Ajs midnight on the southward-looking hill, 

Whose slopes have heard so many words and loud ' 
Since on the vine the w^oolly buds first showed. 

The raven hanging o’er the farmstead gate, 

•While for another death his eye doth wait, 

Hears but the muffled sound of crowded byre 
And winds’ moan round the wall. Up in the spire 
The watcher set high o’er the half-hid town 
Hearkens the sound of chiming bells fall down 
Below him j and so dull and dead they seem 
That he might well-nigh be amidst a dream 
Wherein folk hear and hear not. 

Such a tide, 

With all work gone from the hushed world outside, 
Still finds our old folk living, and they sit 
Watching the snow-flakes by the window flit 
Midmost the time ’twixt noon and dusk; till now 
One of the elders clears his knitted brow, 

And says: 

“ Well, hearken of a man who first 
In every pkh'e seemed doomed to be accursed; 
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To tell about his ill hap lies on me; 

Before the winter is quite o’er, maybe 
Some other mouth of his good hap may tell; 
But.no third tale there is, of what befell 
His fated life, when he had won his place; 
And that perchance is not so ill a case 
For him and us; for we may rise up, glad 
At all the rest and triumph that he had 
Before he died; while he, forgetting clean 
The sorrow and the joy his eyes had seen. 
Lies quiet and well famed—and serves to-day 
To wear a space of winter-tide away.” 
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BELLEROPHON AT ARGOS. 


ARGUMENT. 


Hiitonovs, son of Glaucus King of Corinth, unwittingly slew 
his brother Bellcr, anil, fleeing from his country, carrfe to 
I*rcEius King of Argos, who purified him of his guilt; and 
thereafter was he called Bcllerophon. He dwelt long with 
Prielus, well loved by him, and receiving many good things 
at his> hands; but at last he lost the King's favour by the 
guile of the Queen Sthenoboea, and was sent to Jobates King 
of Lycia, her father, with a covert message of evil. 


P RCETUS, the King of Argos, on a day 

In tangled forests drave the boar to bay, 

And had good hap, for ere the noon was o’er 
He set his foot upon the third huge boar 
His steel that day had reached; then, fain of pest, 
The greensward 'neath the spreading oak-trees pressed, 
And, king-like, feasted with his folk around. 

Nor lacked he for sweet music's measured sound, 

For when somewhat were men’s desires appeased 
Of meat and drink, their weary limbs well eased, 
There ’gan an ancient hunter and his son 
To tell of glorious deeds in old days done 
Within the ^ood; but as Lyaeus* gift, 

Apd measured words from common life did lift 
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The thoughts of men, and noble each man seemed 
Unto his fellow, fromufar there gleamed 
Sun-litten arms, and 'twixt the singer's word 
The slow tramp of a great horse soon they heard. 

And from a glade that pierced the thicket through 
In sight at last a mounted man there drew. 

Then the do^s growled, and midst their weapons* clang 
Unto their feet the outmost hunters sprang, 

Handling their spears; but still King Preetus lay, 

Till nigh the circle that lone man made stay, 

And with wild eyes gazed down upon the throng. 
Wearied he seemed, and his black war-horse strong 
On many a mile had left bbth sweat and blood, 

And panting now with drooping head he stood. 
Forgetting all the eager joys of speed ; 

And tattered was his rider's lordly weed, 

His broken sheath now held a sword no more. 

With rust his armour bright was spotted o’er, 

Unkempt and matted wa^tlie yellow hair 
That crowned his head, nor was there helmet there; 
His face, that should have been as fair and bright 
And ruddy as a maid’s, was deadly white, 

And drawn and haggard; and his grey eyes stared, 

•As though of something he were sore afeard 
That other folk saw not at all. But now 
A hunter cried out, “ Nay, and who art thou? 

AVhat God or man pursues thee ? bide and speak; 
Nor yet shalt thou for nought the King’s rfst break.'* 
A scared look did the man behind him fling, 
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Then said, ‘‘ Stand close around me : to your King, 
When I may see him, will I tell the tale; 

Unless indeed, meanwhile, my life should fail.” 

With that, as one who hath but little might. 

From off his wearied steed did he alight. 

They led him to the King, who 'gainst a free 
Stood upright now, the new-come man to see; 

Who brought unto him would not meet his eyes, 

But stood and stared distraught in dreamy wise; 

Till cheerily the King of Argos said, 

“ Cast somewhat oflF, O friend, thy drearyhead ; 

Sit thee and eat and drink, and be my guest; 

I will not harm thee though thou be unblest; 

Let Gods or men take vengeance as they can. 

Nor ask my help, who dwell a peaceful man 
'Twixt white-walled Argos and the rustling trees.” 

The man turned round, as asking what were these. 
The words he said ; then, Cctsting here and there 
A troubled look, as if not safe he were 

* 

From some dread thing that followed even yet, 

He sat him down, and like a starved man ate: 

Yet did he tremble as he took the food, 

And in the cup he gazed, as though the blood 
Of man it held, and not the blood of earth, 

The stirrer up to kindly words and mirth. 

But when his hunger now was satisfied, 

Casting his hair aback the King he eyed, 

A nd in a choked and husky voice he said : 
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Now can ye see, O folk, I am not dead; 

But tell me, King, how shall I name thee here, 

Since he in whose heart Heth any prayer. 

To nameless Gods will let no warm words flow?” 

To Proetus pray for what thou wouldest now,” 
The King said 3 “ by the soil of Argos pray: 

To no light matter will I say thee nay, 

For my heart giveth to thee : name thy name, 

And say whereby these evils on thee came.” 

With changing eyes now gazed the outcast man 
On Proetus* cheery face, and colour ran 
O’er his wan visage. Thou art kind,’^ he said; 

“ But kinder eyes I knew, that on the dead 
Must look for ever now; *and joy is gone: 

Best hadst thou cast forth such a luckless one; 

For what I love I slay, and what I hate 
I strive to save from out the hands of Fate. 

Listen and let me babble : I have seen 

Since that hour was, nought but the long leaves green, 

The tree-trunks, and the scared things of the wood.” 

Then silently awhile he seemed to brood 
O’^r what had been, but even as the King 
Opened his lips to mind him of the thing 
' That he should tell, from his bent head there came 
Slow words, as if from one confessing shame, 

While nigher to his mouth King Proetus drew. 

“ Hipponoiis men have called me, ere I knew 
The hate of Gods and fear of men; my life 
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Went past at Corinth free from baneful strife, 

For there my father ruled from sea to sea, 
Glaucus the Great: and fair Eurymede, 

My mother, bare another son to him, 

Like unto me in mind and face and limb. 

Whom men called Beller \ and most true it is 
That I with him dwelt long in love and bliss, 
However long ago that seems to be. * 

What plans we laid for joyous victory! 

What lovely lands untilled wc thought to win, 
And be together even as Goejs therein, 

Bringing the monsters of the world to nought! 
How eagerly from elders news we sought 
Of lands that lay anigh the ocean-stream ! 

And yet withal what folly then did seem 
Their cold words and their weary hopeless eyes. 
When this alone of all things then seemed wise, 
To know how sweet life was, how dear the earlli. 
And only fluttering hope stay,ed present mirth— 
Ah, how 1 babble I What a thing man is, 

Who, falling unto misery out of bliss, 

Thinks that new wisdom but the sole thing then 
That binds the many w^ays of toiling men \ 

“ In one fair chamber did we sleep a-night, 

I and my brother—there, *twixt light and light, 
I'hree nights together did I dream a dream, 
Where lying on my bed ^ still did seem 
E’en as I wa's indeed, when a cold hand 
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Was laid upon me, and a shape did stand 
By my bed-head, a woman clad in grey, 

Like to the lingering time 'twixt night and day, 
And veiled her face was, and her tall gaunt form, 

m 

She drew me from my peaceful bed and warm, 
And led me, shuddering, bare-foot, o'er the floor, 
Until, with beating heart, I stood before 
My brother'^bed, and knew what I should do; 
For from beneath her shadowy robe she drew 
A ell-steeled feathered dart, and that must I, 
Casting all will aside, clutch mightily, 

And, still unable with her will to strive. 

E'en as her veiled hand pointed, madly drive 
Into the heart of mine own mother's son, 

Striving to scream as that ill deed was done. 

“No cry came forth, but even with the stroke, 
With sick and fainting heart, I nigh awoke. 

And when the dream agajn o'er me was cast, 
Chamber, and all I knew, away had passed, 

Nor saw I more the ghost; alone I stood 
In a strange land, anigh an oaken wood 
High on a hill; and far below my feet 
.The white walls of a glorious town did meet 
A yellow strand and ship-beset green sea; 

And all methought was as a toy for me, 

For I was king thereof and great enow. 


“ But as I stood upon that hill's green Brow, 
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Rejoicing much, yet yearning much indeed 
For something past that still my heart must need, 
Once more was all changed; by the windy sea 
Did men hold games with great solemnity 
In honour of some hero past away, 

Whose body dead upon a huge pile lay 
Waiting the torch, and people far and wide 
About the strand a name I knew not cried, 

Lamenting him who once had been their king; 

But when I saw the face of the dead thing 
Over whose head so many a cry was thrown 
On to the wind, I knew it for mine own. 

Cold pangs shot through me then, sleep’s bonds I 
broke j 

Shuddering with terror in my bed I woke, 

And when thought came again, a weight of fear 
Lay on my heart and still grew heavier 
But when the next night and the third night came, 
And still in sleep my visions were the same, 

No longer in mine own heart could I hold 
The story of that marvel quite untold. 

For fear possessed me: good at first it seemed 
That I should tell the dream so strangely dreamed 
Unto my brother \ then I feared that he 
Might‘for that tale look with changed eyes on me 
As deeming that some secret hope had wrought 
Within my false heart, and that pageant brought 
Before mine-eyes; or he might flee the land 
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To save our house from some accursed hand; 
And either way that dream seemed hard to tell 
That yet, untold, made^for my soul a hell. 


‘^ut of a certain elder now I thought, 

Who much of lore to both of us had taught 
And loved us well; Diana’s priest was he, 

And in the wjjd woods served her faithfully, 

Dwelling with few folk m her woodland shrine. 

Th^ from the hillside such a man sees shine 
As goes from Corinth unto Sicyon. 

‘‘ And now amid these thoughts was night nigh done, 
And the dawn glimmered , 1 grew hot to go 
To that old priest these troublous things to show, 

So from my bed I rose up silently, 

And with all haste I did my weed on me, 

And went unto the door; but as I passed 
The fair jiorch througli, I saw how ’gainst the last 
Brass-adorned pjlLir lay a feathered dart, 

And therewith came new ftar into my heart, 

Tor as the dart that I in dreams had seen 
So was it fashioned, and with feathers green 
And scarlet was the hinder end bedight. 

And round the shaft were bands of silver white. 

Then sc-arcely did I know if still I dreamed, 

Yet, looking at the shaft, withal it seemed 
Good unto me to take it in my hand, 

That the old man the more might understand 
How real my dream had been in very deed,^ 
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And give me tounsel better to my need. 

With that I C'^ught it up, and went my way, 
And almost ere the sun had made it day 
Was I within the woods, and hastening on, 

Afire until the old man’s house was won, 

And like a man who walks in sleep I went 
Nor noted aught amid my strong intent. 

“ But when I reached the little forest fi’ne 
I found my labour had but been in vain; 

For there the priest’s folk told me he had gone 
The eve before to Corinth, all alone, 

And on some weighty matter, as they deemed; 
For measure! essly troubled still he seemed. 

His trouble troubled me, because I thought 
That unto him sure knowledge had been brought 
Of some great danger hanging over me. 

And that he thither went my face to see, 

While I was seeking him ; and therewithal 
Great fear and heaviness on me did fall; 

And all the life I once had*ihought so sweet 
Now seemed a troublous thing and hard to meet 
“ So cityward again J set my face. 

And through the woodland glades I rode apace, 
And halfway betwixt dawn and noon had I 
Unto the wood’s edge once more opme anigh; 
And now upon the wind I seemed to hear 
The sound of mingled voices drawing near; 
Whereon I stayed to hearken and cried out, 

But feeble was the sound from my parched throat 
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And listening afterward I heard not now 

Those sounds, and timorous did my faint heart grow, 

And tales of woodfolk rgy vexed mind d'id take. 

But just as I the well-wrought reins would shake, 
Grown nigher did I hear those sounds again, 

And drew aback the hand that held the rein, 

And even therewith stalked forth into the way 
From out thef thicket a huge wolf and grey, 

And stood with yellow eyes that glared on me; 

AiM I stared too; my folly made me see 
No wolf, but some dread deity, in him; 

But trembling as I was in every limb. 

E’en as his growling smote upon my heart, 

Tighter my fingers clutched,the dreadful dart, 

I made a shift in stirrups up to stand, 

And hurled the quivering shaft from out my hand • 
Then fire seemed all around me, and a pang 
Crushed down my heart as from the thicket rang 
A dreadful cry : clear saw I, even as he 
Who meets the Father’s visage suddenly; 

No wolf was there; but o’er the herbage ran 
With staggering steps a pale and bleeding man . 

Ilis left hand on the shaft, whose banded wood 
Over the barbs within his bosom stood. 

His right hand raised against me, as he fell 
Ck)se to my horse-hoofs; and I knew full well 
That this my brother’s last farewell should be. 

And thus his face henceforward should I see. 
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“ What else ? it matters not; the priest I saw, 
And armed men from the thicket toward me draw, 
With scared eyes fixed on mine; I drew my sword, 
And sat there, waiting for a dreadful word, 

Bidding the rush of many men on me; 

But they began to draw round silently, 

And ere the circle yet was fully made, 

T, who at first might even thus have stayed 
For death and curses, felt the love of life 
Stir up my heart again to hope and strife; 

Yea, even withal I saw in one bright gleam 
The latter ending of my dreaded dieam. 

So, crying out, strongly my horse I spurred, 

And as he, rearing up, dashed forth, I heard 
Clatter of arms and cries, a spear flew o^er 
My bended head, a well-aimed arrow tore 
My holm therefrom j yet then a cry there came : 

^ Take him alive, nor bring a double shame 
Upon the great house I* }?ven therewith I drave 
Against a mighty man as wave meets wave, 

Back flew my right arm, and my sword was gone, 
Whiiled off as from a sling the wave-worn stone, 
And my horse reeled, but he before me lay 
Rolled over, horse and man, and in my way 
Was no one now, as I spurred madly on: 

And so in no long time the race I won, 

For nobly was I mounted; and I deem 
That to the most of those men did it seem 
^No evil tfiing that I should ’scape away. 
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“ O King, I think this happed but yesterday, 

And now already do I deem that I 
Did no good deed in seeking not to die, 

For I am weary, and the Gods made me 
A luckless man among all folk to be— 

I care not if their purpose I undo, 

Since now I doubt not that the thing is so— 

—And yet am I so made, that, having life, 

Must I, though ever worsted in the strife, 

CTmg to it still too much to gain the rest 
Which yet I know of all things is the best 
Then slay me, King ! lo now, 1 pray for this, 

And no least portion of thy hoarded bliss, 

Slay me, and let the oak-boughs say their say 
Over my bones through the wild winter day > 

Slay me, for I am fain thereto to go, 

Where no talk is of either bliss or woe/^ 

Nay,” said the King,t“ didst thou not cat and drink 
When hunger drave thee e’ennow ? yea, and slirink 
When my men’s spears were pointed at thy breast ? 

Be patient; thou indeed shalt gain thy rest. 

But many a thing has got to come ere then : 

For all things die, and thou midst other men 
Shalt scar^^e remember thou hast had a friend. 

At worst before thou comest to the end 
Joy shalt thou have, and sorrow: wherefore come, 
With me thou well mayst have no hapless home. 
Dread not the Gods; ere long time has ^one by. 
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Thy soul from all will we purify, 

And sure no heavy curse shall lie on thee. 

Nay, did their anger cause this thing to be? 
Perchance in heaven they smile upon thy gain— 
—Lo, for a little while a burning pain, 

Then yearning unfulfilled a little space, 
l^hen tender memories of a well-loved face 
In quiet hours, and then—forgetfulness — 

How hadst thou rather borne, still less and less 
To love what thou hadst loved, till it became 
A thing to be forgotten, a great shame 
To think thou shouldst have wasted life thereon ? 
Come then—thou spakest of a kingdom won 
Thy dream foretold, and shall not this be too. 

E'en as the dreadful deed thou cam'st to do ? 

To horse ! and unto Argos let us wend, 

Begin thy life afresh with me for friend. 

Wide is the world, nor yet for many a day 
Will every evil thing be cleaned away 
That bringeth scathe to men within its girth; 

Surely a man like thee can win the mirth 
That cometh of the conquering of such things; 

For not in vain art thou the seed of kings 
Unless thy face belie thee—nay, no more : 

^Vhy speak I vain words to a heart still sore 
With sudden death of happiness ? yet come 
And ride with us unto our lovely home.” 

^ Hipponous to the King's word answered nought, 
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But sat there brooding o’er his dreary thought, 

Nor seemed to hear ; and when the Argive men 
Brought up to him his battle-steed again, 

Scarce witting of the company or place, 

He mounted, and with set and weary face 
Rode as they bade him at the King’s left hand : 
Nor did the sight of the fair well-tilled land, 

When that tRey gained from out the tangled wood. 
Do aught in dealing with his mournful mood; 

NOr Argos* walls as from the fields they rose, 

Such good things with their mightiness to close 
From chance of hurt ; scarce saw he the fair gate. 
Dainty to look on, yet so huge of weight; 

Nor did the streets* well-ord?ered houses draw 
His eyes to look at them; unmoved he saw 
The south-land merchants* dusky glittering train ; 
About the fountain the slim maids in vam 
Drew sleek arms from the water, or turned round 
Witli shaded eyes at the ^eat horn’s hoarse sound. 
The sight of the King’s house, deemed of all men 
A wonder mid the houses kings had then, 

Drew from him but a troubled frown, as though 
Men’s toilsome folly he began to know; 

JThe carven Gods within the banquet-hall, 

The storied hangings that bedight the wall, 

Made his heart sick to think of labour vain, 

Telling once more the oft-told tale of pain. 

Cold in the damsel’s hand his strong hand lay, 
When to the steaming bath she led the way; 
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And when another damsel brought for him 
Raiment wherein the T3ndan dye showed dim 
Amid the gold lines of the broideries, 

Her face downcast because she might not please, 

He heeded not When to the hall he passed, 

And by the high seat he was set at last, 

Then Preetus, smiling from his mild eyes, laid 
A hand upon his combed-out hair and said: 

“ Surely for no good luck this golden hair 
Has come to Argos, and this visage fair, 

To make us, who were well enow before, 

Seem to our maids like churls at the hall-door, 

Prying about when men to war are gone 
And girls and children sit therein alone.” 

But nought Hipponoiis heeded the King’s say. 

But, turning, roughly put his hand away, 

And frowning muttered, and still further drew, 

As a man touched amid his flream might do. 

In sooth he dreamed, and dreary was his dream; 

A bitter thing the world to him did seem ; 

The void of life to come he peopled now 
With folk of scornful eyes and brazen brow; 

And one by one he told the tale of days 
Wherein an envious mock was the world’s praise; 
Where good deeds brought ill fame, and truth was not, 
Hate was remembered, love was soon forgot • 

No face was good for long to look upon, 
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And nought was worthy when it once was won; 
And narrow, helpless, friendless was the way. 

That led unto the last most hopeless day 
Of hopeless days, in tangled, troubled wise. 

So thought he, till the tears were in his eyes 
Since he was young yet, for hope lying dead. 

But on his fixed eyes and his weary head 
The happy King of Argos gazed awhile, 

Till from his eye faded the scornful smile 
That lingered on his lips, and now he turned, 

As one who long ago that task had learned, 

And unto the great men about him spoke, 

And was a merry king of fiierry folk. 

So passed the feast and all men drew to sleep, 
And e'en Hipponous his soul might steep 
In sweet forgetfulness a little while, 

And somewhat did the fresh young day beguile 
His treasured sorrow when he woke next mom, 
And somewhat less he felt himself forlorn: 

Nor did the King forget him, but straight sent 
Unto the priests, and told them his intent 
That this his guest should there be purified, 

Since he with honour in his house should bide. 

So was Jove's house made ready for that thing, 
And thither amid songs and harp-playing, 
White-robed and barefoot, was Hipponous brought 
Who, bough in hand, for peace tlie God besought.^ 
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Noiseless the whne bulls fell beneath the stroke 
Of the gold-girdled, well-taught temple folk: 

Up to the roof arose the incense-cloud j 
The chanted prayer of men, now low now loud, 
Thrilled through the brazen leaves of the great door 
Thick lay the scattered herbs upon the floor, 

And in the midst at last the hero stood. 

Freed of the guilt of shedding kindred blood. 

And then the chief priest cried, “ Bellerophon, 

With this new hapless name that thou hast won, 

Go forth, go free, be haj^py once again, 

But no more called Hii^ponoiis of men.” 

Then forth Bellerophon passed wearily, 

Although so many prayers had set him free , 

Yet somewhat was he ready to forget, 

And turn unto the days that might be yet. 

But when before King Preetus’ throne he came, 
The King called out on him by his new namej 
“ O fair Bellerophon, like me, be wise, 

And set things good to win before thine eyes, 
Lands, and renown, and riches, and a life 
That knows from day to day so much of strife 
As makes men happy, since the age of gold 
Is past, if e’er it was, as a tale told.” 

O King,” he said, thou sittest in full day, 
Thou strivc^it to put thoughts of night away ; 
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My life has not yet left the moming-tide, 

^And I, who find the world that seemed so wide, 

Now narrowed to a little troublous space 
Where help is not, astonied turn my face 
Unto the coming hours, nor know at all 
What thing of joy or hope to me will fall. 

Be patient, King; perchance within a while 
No marfeast I may be, but learn to smile 
Even as thou, who lovest life so much. 

Who knows but grief may vanish at a touch, 

As joy does ? and a long way otF is death : 

Some folk seem glad even to draw their breath.” 

“ Yea,” said the King, “ thou hast it, for indeed 
I fain would live, like most men—but what need 
Unto a fevered man to talk of wine ? 

Thy heart shall love life when it grows like mine. 

But come thou hence, and I will show to thee 
^Vhat things of price the Gods have given to me. 

Not good it is to harp on the frayed string; 

And tliou, so seeing many a lovely thing, 

Mayst hide thy weary pain a little space.” 

• And therewith did King Proetus from that place 
Draw forth Bellerophon, and so when he 
In his attire was now clad royally, 

From out the precinct to his palace fail 

Did the King bring him; and he showed him there 

His stables, where the war-steeds stood ardw 
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Over the dusty grain : then did they go 
To armouries, where sword and spear and shield 
Hung bloodless, ready for the fated- field: 

The treasury showed he, where things richly wrought 
Together into such a place were brought, 

That he who stole the oxen of a God, 

For all his godlike cunning scarce had trod 
Untakcn on its floor—withal he showed 

The chamber where the broidered raiment glowed, 

# 

Where the spice lay, and scented unguents fit 
To touch Queen Venus’ skin and brighten it; 

The ivory chairs and’ beds of ivory 
He showed him, and he bid his tired eyes see 
The stories wrought on brazen doors, the flowers 
And things uncouth carved on the wood of bowers , 
The painted walls that told things old and new. 
Things come to pass, and things that onward drew. 

But all the while Belleroj>hon's grave face 
And soon-passed smile seemed unmeet for that place, 
And ever Prcctus felt a pang of fear, 

As if it told of times a-drawing near. 

When all the wealth and beauty that was his 
Should not avail to buy one hour of bliss. 

And sometimes when he watched his wandering eyes 
And heard his stammering speech, would there arise 
Within his heart a feeling like to hate, 

Mingled with scorn of one so crushed by fate: 

For ever must the rich man hate the poor. , 
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Now at the last they stood before a door 
Adorned with silver, wrought of precious wood; 

^Then Proetus laughed, and said, “O guest, thy mood 
Is .hard to deal with; never any leech 
Has striven as I thy sickness* heart to reach , 

And I grow weary and must get me aid.” 

Therewith upon the lock his hand he laid 
And pushed*fhe door aback, and then the twain 
The daintiest of all passages did gain, 

Ahd as betwixt its walls they passed along 
Nearer they drew unto the measured song 
Of sweet-voiced women , and tlic King spake then : 

“ Drive fire out with fire, say all wise men ; 

Here mayst thou set thine -eyes on such an one, 

That thou no more wilt think of days agone. 

But days to come, for here indeed my spouse 
Watches the damsels in the wea\dng-housc, 

Or in the pleasance sits above their play; 

And certes here upon no long-passed day, 

Unless my eyes were bleared with coming eld, 

Fair sights for such as thou have I beheld.** 

Across the exile*s brow a frown there came, 

As though his sorrow of such things thought shame. 

^ Yet mayhap his eye brightened as he heard 
The song grow louder and the hall they neared \ 

But the King smiled, and swiftlier led him on, 

Until unto the door thereof they worn 
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N OW noble was that hall and fair enow, 

Betwixt whose slim veined pillars set arow, . 
And marble lattice wrought like flowering trees, 
Showed the green freshness of the summer seas, 

Made cheery by the sun and many a ship, 

Whose black bows smoothly through the waves did 
slip. 

In bowls whereon old stories pictured were 
The bright rose-laurels trembled in the air, 

That from the sea stole through the lattices, 

And round them hummed a few bewildered bees. 

Midmost the pavement wrought by toil of years, 

A tree was set, gold-leaved like that which bears 
Unto the maids of Hesperus strange fruit; 

A many-coloured serpent from the root 
Curled upward round the stem, and, reaching o*er 
A four-square silver laver, di^l outpour 
Bright glittering water from his throat of brass 
And at each comer of the basin was 
A brazen hart who seemed at point to drink ; 

And these the craftsman had not made to shrink 
Though in the midst Diana’s feet pressed down 
The forest greensward, and her girded gown 
Cleared froip the brambles fell about her thigh, 

And eager showed her terrible bright eye. 

But 'twixt the pillars and that marvellous thing 
Were scattored those they had e’en now heard sing; 
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Their song had sunk now, and a murmuring voice. 
But mingled with the clicking loom’s sharp noise 
And splashing of the fouptain, where a maid 
With one hand lightly on a brass deer laid, 

One* clasped about her own foot, knelt to watch 
Her brazen jar the tinkling water catch; 

Withal the wool-comb’s sound within the fleece 
Began and gsew, and slowly did decrease, 

And then began as still it gat new food; 

Arid by the loom an ancient woman stood 
And grumbled o’er the web; and on the floor 
Ten spindles twisted ever; from the store 
Raised on high pillars at the gable end. 

Adown a steep stair did a maiden wend, 

Who in the wide folds of her gathered gown 
Fresh yam bright-dyed unto the loom bare down 

But on the downy cushions of a throne, 

Above all this sat the fair Queen alone, 

Who heeded not the work* nor noted aught; 

Nor showed indeed that there was any thought 
Within her heaving breast; but though she moved 
No whit the limbs a God might well have loved, 
Although her mouth was as of one who lies 
In peaceful sleep; though over her deep eyes 
No shadow came to trouble her white brow, 

Yet might you deem no rest was on her now ; 
Rather too weary seemed she e’en to sigh 
For foolisli life tliat joyless passed her by. 
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So thus the King Ikllerophon led in 
J ust as the old song did again begin 
From the slim maids, that by the loom^s side spun 
But ere it had full sway, the nighest one 
Unto the door stopped singing suddenly, 

And pressed her neighbour’s arm, that she might see 
What new folk were come in; and therewithal 
An angry glance from the Queen’s eyes did fall 
Upon the maid ; so that Bellcrophon 
A cruel visage had to look upon, 

When first he saw the Queen raised high above 
The ordered tresses of tliat close of love. 

But when the women knew the King indeed 
They did him reverence, and with lowly heed 
Made way for him, while a girl here and there 
Made haste to hide what labour had made bare 
Of hmb or oreast j and the King smiled through all, 
And now and then a wandering glance let fall 
ITpon some fairest face; and so at last 
Through the sweet band unto the Queen they passed 
Who rose and waited them by her fair throne 
With eyes wherefrom all care once more had gone 
Of life and what it brought: then the King said— 

“ O Sthenobcea, hither have I led 
A man, who, from a happy life down-hurled. 

Looks with sick eyes upon this happy world; 

Not knowing how to stay here or depart: 

Thou know St and I know how the wounded heart 
Forgetteth^pain and groweth whole again, 
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Yet is the pain that passes no less pain. 

But since this man is noble even as we, 

-And help begets help, and withal to me 
Worthy he seems to be a great king’s friend, 

Now help me to begin to make an end 
Of his so heavy yiood; for though indeed 
This daintiness may nowise help his need, 

Yet may kinc^ words avail to make him kind 
Unto himself; kind eyes may make him blind 
Unto the ugly, tangled whirl ot life; 

Or in some measured image of real strife 
He may forget the things that he has lost, 

Nor think of how he needs must yet be tost 
Like other men from wave, to wave of fate." 

Gravely she set herself the end to wait 
Of the King’s speech; and what of scorn might be • 
Within her heart changed nowise outwardly 
Her eyes that looked with scorn on everything; 

And yet withal while still tJie cheery King 
Let his tale flow, unto the exile’s place 
She glanced with scornful wonder at his face 
At first, because she deemed it soft and kind; 

Yet was he fair, and she—she needs must find 
Something that drew her to his wide grey eyes; 

And presently as with some great surprise 
Her heart ’gan beat, and she must strive in vain 
To crush within it a sweet rising pain, 

She deemed to be that pity that she knew 

4 
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As the last folly wise folk turn unto. 

For pain was wort to rouse her rage, and she 
Was like those beasts that slaughter cruelly 

m 

Their wounded fellows—truth she knew not of. 

And fain had killed folk babbling over love; 

J ustice she thought of as a thing that «night 
Balk some desire of hers, before the night 
Of death should end it all: nor hope she knew, 

Nor what fear was, how ill soe’er life grew. 

This wisdom had she more than most of folk, 

That through the painted cloud of lies she broke 
To gam what brought her pleasure for awhile, 
However men might call it nought and vile; 

Nor was she one to make a piteous groan 
O’er bitter pain amid her pleasure grown. 

But she was pne of those wrought by the gods 
To be to foolish men as sharpest rods 
To scourge their folly; wrought so daintily 
That scarcely could a man her body see 
Without awaking strife ’twixt good and ill 
Within him; and her sweet, soft voice would fill 
Men’s hearts with strange desires, and her great eyes, 
Truthful to show her to the cold and wise 
li’en as she was, would make^ome cast aside 
Whatever wisdom in their breasts might hide, 

And still despite what long ill days might prove, 
Thev called her languid hate the soul of love. 

But npw that fire that to her eyes arose 
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She cast aback awhile to lie all close 
About her heart; her full lips trembled not, 

And from her cheek faded the crimson spot 
That erst increased thereon, 

O Prince," she said, 

“ Strive to get ffack again thy goodlihead; 

Life flitteth fost, and while it still abides. 

Our folly many a good thing from us hides, 

That else would pierce our hearts with its delight 
Unto the quick, in all the Gods' despite." 

He gazed upon her wondering, for again 
That new-born hope, that sweet and bitter pain, 
Flushed her smooth cheek, and glittered in her eyes, 
And wrought within her lips j yet was she w’ise, 

And gazing on his pale and wondering face, 

In his frank eyes she did not fail to trace 
A trouble like unto a growing hate, 

That, yet unknown to hin*, her love did wait; 

Then once more did she smother up that flame. 
Calm grew she, from her lips a false voice came. 

I 

“ Yea, and bethink thee, mayst thou not be bom 
To raise the crushed and succour the forlorn. 

And in the place of sorrow to set mirth, 

Gaining a great name through the wondering earth ? 
Now surely has my lord the King done well 
To bring thee here thy tale to me to tell; 

Come, then, for nearby such a bower there ii| 
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As most men deem to be a place of bliss; 

There, when thy tale is o'er that I am fain 
To hearken, may sweet music ease thy pain 
Amidst our feast; or of these maids shall one 
Read of some piteous thing the Gods have done 
To us poor folk upon the earth that d%elL 
Yea, and the reader will I choose so well, 

t 

That such an one herself shall seem to be 
As she of whom the tale tells piteously. 

And thou shalt hear when all is past and o’er, 

And with its sorrow still thine heart is sore, 

The Lydian flutes come nigher and more nigh. 

Till glittering raiment cometh presently, 

And thou beholdest the dance of the slim girls, 
Wavering and strange as the leaf-wreath that whirls 
Down in the marble court we walk in here 
Mid sad October, when the rain draws near: 

So delicate therewith, that when all sound 
Of sobbing flute has left th^ air around, 

And, panting, lean the dancers against wall 
And well-wrought pillar, you hear nought at all 
But their deep breathing, so are all men stilled, 

So full their hearts with all that beauty filled.” 


Coldly and falsely was her speech begun, 
But she waxed warm ere all the tale was done 
Nay, something soft was in her voice at last, 
As round his soul her net she strove to cast 
Almost despite herself. 

r 
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Unmoved he stood, 

i 

.^ut that some thought did cross his weary mood 
That made him knit his brow, and therewith came 
A flush across his facff as if of shame 
Because of that new thought; but when an end 
Her speech had, then he spake: 

* “ What love or friend 

Can do me good ? God-hated shall I be, 

Apd bring to no man aught but misery j 
And thou, O royal man, and thou, O Queen, 

Who heretofore in bliss and mirth have been, 

Hearken my words, and on your heads be all 
The trouble that from me shall surely fall 
If I abide with you : yet doubt it not 
That this your love shall 'never be forgot 
Wherewith ye strive to win a helpless man, 

And ever will I labour as I can 

To make my ill forebodings come to nought.” 

But midst these things, pleased by some hidden 
thought, 

The King smiled, turning curious eyes on them, 

And smoothing down his raiment’s golden hem 
•As one who hearkens music; then said he, 

Wilt thou give word for our festivity, 

O Sthenobcea ? But come thou, O guest, 

And by the great sea we will take our rest, 

Speaking few words.” 


So from her golden ^rone 
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She passed to do what things must needs be done, 
And with firm feet ..mid her maids she went 
On this new tyrannous sweetness all intent; 

So did it work in her, that scarcely she 
Might bear the world now, as she turned to see 
The stranger and the King a-going down 
By marble stairs unto the foreshores brown. 

So slipped the morn away, and when the sun 
H is downward course some three hours had begun, 
Summoned by sound of horns they took their way 
Unto a bower that looking westward lay, 

Yet was by trellised roses shaded so 

That little of the hot sun did it know 

But what the lime-trees^ honey-sweet scent told, 

And their wide wind-stirred leaves, turned into gol(J 

Against the bright rays of the afternoon. 

So to that cliamber came the fair Queen soon. 
Well harbingered by flutes; nor had she spared 
To veil her limbs in raiment that had fared 
O’er many a sea, before it had the hap 
The Lycian’s smooth skin in its folds to lap. 

But as she entered there in queenly guise, 

With firm and haughty step, and careless eyes 
Over the half-hid beauty of her breast. 

One moment on the exile did they rest, 

And softened to a meek, imploring gaze— 

One momeht only; as with great amaze 
His eyes beheld her, doubtful what was there, 

< 
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All had gone thence, but the proud empty stare 
That she was wont to turn on everything. 

Withal she sat her down beside the King, 

And the feast passed" with much of such delight 
As makes to happy men the world seem bright, 

But from the hapless draws but hate and scorn, 
Because the^Gods both happy and forlorn 
Have set in one world, each to each to be 
A vain rebuke, a bitter memory. 

Yet the Queen held her word, and when that they 
Had heard the music sing adown the day. 

After the dancing women had but left 
Sweet honeyed scents behind, or roses, reft 
By their own hands from head or middle small. 

Then came with hurried ‘steps into the hall 
The reader and her scroll; sweet-eyed was she, 

And timid as some loving memory 

Midst the world's clamour: clad in gown of wool 

She sat herself adown uppn a stool 

Anigh the proud feet of the Lycian Queen, 

And straight, as if no soul she there had seen, 

With slender hand put back her golden hair, 

And 'gan to read from off the parchment fair. 

•In a low voice, and trembling at the first, 

She read a tale of lovers' lives accurst 
By cruel Gods and careless foolish men : 

Like dainty music was her voice, and when 
From out her heart she sighed, as she must read 
Of folk unholpen in their utmost need, 
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Still must the stranger turn kind eyes on her. 

At last Swhile she paused, as she drew near 
The bitter end of spilt and wasted bliss, 

And death unblessed at last by any kiss; 

Her voice failed, and adown her book did sink, 
And midst them all awhile she seemed to think 
Of the past days herself \ but still so much 
Her beauty and the tale their hearts did touch, 

Folk held their breath till she began again, 

And something *twixt a pleasure and a pain 
It was when all the sweet tale was read o'er 
And her voice quivered through the air no more. 

Then round the maiden’s neck King Preetus cast 
A golden chain, and from the hall she passed, 

And yet confused and shamefaced; for the Queen, 
Who at the first the Prince's eyes had seen 
Upon the maid, and tjien would look no more. 

But kept her eyes fixed on the marble floor 
As listening to the tale, her head now raised, 

And With cold scorn upon the maiden gazed 
As she bent down the golden gift to take; 

And meanwhile, for her tender beauty's sake, 

Over the exile’s face a pleased smile came. 

But she departed to the bliss or shame 
Life had for her, and all folk left the bower; 

For now was come the summer night’s mid-hour: 
The great high moon that lit the rippling sea 
’Twixt th& thin linden-trees shone doubtfully 
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Upon the dim grey garden; the sea-breeze 
Stooped down on the pleached alle3rs; the tall trees 
Over the long roofs moved their whispering leaves, 
Nor woke the dusky swifts beneath the eaves. 


TV T OW from that fair night wore the time away, 

X Until with lapse of many a quiet day, 

And stirring times withal, Bellerophon 
To love of life and hope of joy was won. 

Still grave and wise he was beyond his years. 

No eager man among his joyous peers 
To snatch at pleasure j careful not to cheat 
His soul with vain desires all over sweet; 

A waxy walker on the road of life; 

E’en as a man who in a^arden, rife 

With flowers, has gone unarmed, and found that there 

Are evil things amid the blossoms fair, 

And paid with wounds for folly: yet when he 
Is whole once more, since there he needs must be, 

* And has no will its sweets to cast aside, 

Well armed he walks tliere ware of beasts that hide 
Beneath the shade of those vine-trellises. 

Amid the grey stems of the apple* trees. 


Yet at his heart, about the root of it 
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Strange thoughts there lay, which at sweet times would 
flit 

Before his eyes, as things grown palpable; 

Strange hopes that made the weltering world seem well 
While he abode there : therefore was he kind 
To man and maid, and all men’s hearts did bind 
With bonds of love, for mid the struggling.folk, 

The forgers and the bearers of the yoke, 

Weary with wronging and with wrongs, he seemed 
A.S one on whom a light from heaven had beamed, 
That changed him to a god yet being alive. 

But midst all folk there did King Proetus give 
Great gifts to him; great trust in him he had, 

And ever by his sight was he made glad: 

For well did all things prosper in his hand, 

Nor was there such another in the land 
For strength or goodliness. 

Now so it was. 

That he on matters of the King would pass 
About the country here and there, nor dwell 
At Argos much, and that thing pleased him weil \ 

For while all else grew better, ye shall know 
That greater in his heart the fear did grow 
That sprung up therein on that summer eve; 

And though sometimes the Queen would make believe 
To heed him nought—yea, or depart maybe 
At whiles, when he the King would come to see— 
Yet was this but at whiles; the next day came, 

And scarc^ would she hold parley with her shame. 
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One noon of the late autumn, when the sun 
Brightened the parting year, so nearly done, 

^hh rays as hot as .early June might slied, 

Dawn past an hour, upon the tulip-bed, 

m 

In the great pleasance, ^neath a wall of ye^, 

Walked the Corinthian, pondering what to do 
In some great matter late given unto him. 

So clad he was, that both on breast and limb 
Steel glittered, though his head as yet was bare, 

But in his face was just so much of care 
As seemed to show he had got that to do 
He feared but little well to carry through, 

But which must have his heed a little while; 

And still in going would fee stop and smile, 

And seem to cast the shreds of thought away 
In honour of the bright fresh autumn day 
And all the pleasure of the lovely place. 

But at the last, turning about his face 
Unto the sunny gardep’s pther side, 

He saw where, down a grassy path and wide, 

The Queen came, with her head bent down to earth, 
As though mid thoughts she were that slew her mirth ; 
Slowly she went, with two maids following her, 

JVho in thier delicate shiri hands did bear, 

The one a cithern and some verse-book old, 

The other a white osier maund, to hold 
Some of such flowers as still in fear and doubt 

If 

Against the sickness of the year held out. 

But as they went, nigh to the Prince they drew, 
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And soon the maidens’ eyes his beauty knew, 

And one at other glanced, smiling and glad, 

For soft love of him in their hearts they had; 

Yet nought they said, nor did the Queen turn round, 
But kept her eyes still bent upon the ground. 

So in their walk they came to where there stood 
A thin-leaved apple-tree, where, red as blood, 

Yellow as gold, a little fruit hung yet, 

The last rays of the fainting sun to get; 

And a tall clump of autumn flowers, cold-grey. 
Beneath it, mocked the promise of the day, 

And to them clung a hapless bee or twain, 

A butterfly spread languid wings in vain 
Unto the sun, that scarce could heat her now. 

There the Queen stayed awhile her footsteps slow, 
And to the flowers wandered her slender hand; 

But with her eyes cast down she still did stand. 

And pondered. 

Full of melody and peace 
About her was the lingering year’s decease; 

Strange spicy scents there were that yet were sweet, 
Green was the grass about her gold-shod feet, 

And had no memory of the dawn’s white rime; 

Loud was the birds* song in that windless time, 
Strange the sharp crying of the missel-thrush 
Within the close heart of the hawthorn-bush, 

Strange the far-off rooks’ sweet tumultuous voice 
That in the high elms e’en now must rejoice 
And know not why—peace e'en if end of peace. 
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The while her burning heart did never cease 
To give words to such longings, as she knew 
'^o swift destruction all her glory drew. 

Ah ! mine, mine, mine !” she thought, ‘*ah! mine 
a while! 

Ah ! mine a little day, if all be vile 

The coming years can bring unto my heart! 

Ah ! mine this eve, if we to-morn must part! 

Mine, that a sweet hour I may know at last 
Kow soon soever all delight is passed ! 

Ah ! mine, mine, mine, if for a little while! 

So stood she, that her parted lips did smile 
As if of one that memories make half sad, 

« A 

Her breast heaved, as no stronger wish she had 
Than for some careless lover, lightly won, 

And soon forgot, to lay his lips thereon; 

The flower-stem that her finger-tips did hold 
Was crushed not, and within her shoe of gold 
Lightly her foot was laid upon the grass; 

No tremors through her dainty limbs did pass, 

And healthy life alone did paint her check : 

For if indeed at first she had felt weak, 

^Kre well she knew what she was bent upon, 

Now at the last, when every doubt was gone, 

She would not show the net unto the prey 
Until she deemed that in her toils he lay. 

She raised her eyes at last with a light sigh, 

/ 
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Despite herself, a flush passed suddenly 
Over her face, ard then all pale she grew ; 

For now withal Bellerophon she knew, 

Though at that very point of time the sun 
Along his upraised steel-clad arm had run, 

And made an earthly sun that dazzled her. 

Yet cast she back her trembling hope and fear 
Into her heart, and as before she went 
Slowly, with head a little downward bent, 

But when she had gone on a few yards space, 

Once more unto the Prince she raised her face; 
Then stopped again, and turning round, she said, 
From lips wherein all passion now seemed dead: 

“ Damsels, go home again j Aou, Mysian, go 
Unto the little treasury thou dost know 
Anigh my bower, and taking this gold key, 

Draw forth that ancient prophet’s book for me 
Which shows the stars : for that I fain would show 
To Prince Bellerophon, who Jiides me now 
Ere he goes forth to bring the island folk 
Once more beneath King Proetus’ equal yoke.^ 

And thou, Leucippe, bide our coming there, 

And bid our folk set forth a fea^t as fair 
As may be done; for we within a while 
May need thy cithern dull thoughts to beguile.” 

E*en as they turned she passed on carelessly 
Toward the Prince, nor looked aback to see 
That they were gone \ but he indeed had heard 
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Thtough the calm air her clearly-spoken word, 

4 nd saw the maidens go, and felt as one 

^Who bideth, when the herald's speech is done, 

The word that bids the grinded spears fall down. 

_ • 

But she, with slim hand folded in her gown, 

Went o'er the dewy grass to where he stood, 

And in despite the fire within her blood 
Was calm, ^nd smiled on him, till nigh he thought 
That surely all his fear was vain and nought 
* He bowed before her as she drew anear, 

But she held out her right hand, and in clear 
Sweet tones she cried, “ O fair Bcllerophon, 

Would that the victor)' were already won, 

And thou wert back again at this thy home 
We have made glad for thee : behold ! I come 
To say farewell—yet come a little way— 

For something else indeed I had to say.” 

And still she held his jiand, but yet durst not 

Clasp as she would the treasure she had got. 

Then to a place together did they pass, 

Where yew-trees hemmed around a plot of grass. 

And kept it scarce touched by the faint sun’s rays- 

A place well made Tor burning summer days, 

But cheerless now. There on a marble seat 

She bade him sit; while she with restless feet 

« 

Paced to and fro, while from the yew-twigs close, 
With his scared cry the creeping blackbird rose 
But he, with eyes cast down upon the ground, 
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Deemed that his**battle easier would be found 
Than this. 

And so at last she stayed by him 
And cried : “ The cup is full unto the brim; 

For now thou goes! where thou mayst be slain ; 

I speak then—and, alas 1 I speak in vain— 

Thy cold eyes tell me so—How shall I move 
Thy flinty heart my curse has made me lo\^ ? 

For what have other women done, when they 
Were fair as I, and love before them lay? 

Was not a look enough for them, a word 

Low miumured, midst the hum of men scarce heard ? 

What have I left undone that they have done ? 

What askest thou of me, O heart of stone ? ” 

Choked by her passion here awhile she stayed, 

And he from off the bench sprang up dismayed, 

And turned on her to speak; but she withal 
Before him on her knees made haste to fall, 

And cned out loud and shrilly: “ Nay, nay, nay— 
Say not the word thou art about to say \ 

Let me depart, and things be still as now; 

So that my dreams sweet images may show, 

As they have done—that waking I may think, 

‘ If he, my love, from looks of love did shrink, 

That was because I had not prayed him then 
To be my love alone of living men; 

Because he did not know that I, a Queen, 

Who hitherto but loveless life have seen, 
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Could kneel to him, and pray upon my knees 
To give*me my first pleasure, my first peace*— 
Thou knewest not—nay, nay, thou know’st not now- 
Thou with the angry eyes and bended brow !— 
Surely I talk my motlier-tongue no more, 

Therefore thou knowest not that I implore 
Thy pity, that I give myself to thee, 

Thy love, thy slave, thy castaway to be— 

Hear’st thou ? thy castaway! when in a while 
Tlw)u growest weary of my loving smile ! 

Oh, take me, xnadman ’ In a year or twain 
I will not thwart thee if thou lov’st again. 

Nor eye thee sourly when tliou growest cold; 

—Or art thou not the man that men call bold, 

And fear*st thou ? Their what better time than this 
For wc twain to begin our life of bliss ? 

Thy keel awaits thee, and to thee alone, 

Not to the wretched dastard on the throiie,*^ 

Thy men will hearken—Nay, thou shalt not speak, 
My feeble reed of hope thdu shalt not break !— 

Let me be gone, thou knowest not of love, 

Thou semblance of a man that nought can move ! 

O wise, wise man, I give thee good farewell; 

Gather fresh wisdom, thinking of my hell.*' 

She sprang up to her feet and turned away 
Trembling, and no word to her could he say 
For grief and pity; and the Queen did go 
A little way with doubtful steps and slow, 

4 


K 
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Then turned^bout, and once again did stand 
Before his troubled face, hand laid in hand, 

And sobbing now as if her heart would break ; 

But when from his grieved soul he fain would speak, 
Again from midst her tears she cried, “ No, no — 

Do I not know what thou wouldst bid me do ? 

And yet forgive me ’—thou art wise and good. 

Surely some evil thing has turned ray blood. 

That even now I wished that thing to slay 
That I of all things only till this day 
Have loved. Ah, surely thou wilt not be slam * 
Come back, and I will tell thee once again 
How much I love thee, and will not forget 
To say such things as might have moved thee yet, 
Could I have told thee now, couldst thou have seen 
These lips that love thee as they might have been. 

—Farewell, I durst not pray thee for one kiss 

Nearer she drew to him as she spake this. 

Yet, ivhcn she ended, turned about again, 

And still, as hoping all was not in vain, 

ijk 

Lingered a little wrhilc, and then at last, 

With raging heart, swiftly therefrom she passed. 

But, she clean vanished now, Bellerophon 
Went slowly toward the palace, all alone, 

And pondering on these things: and shamed he felt. 
E'en as a just man who in sleep has dealt 
Unjustly; nor had ah her prayers and tears 
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Moved love in him, but rather stirred his fears, 

For ever was he wise among "wise men; 

>^nd though he doubted not her longing, when 
She turned and spake soft words, he knew that she 
So ^pake midst hope of what things yet might be, 

And yet had left another kind of word, 

Whereby a friendless man might well be feared; 
Lonely he fAt thereat, as one arciirst. 

With whom all best things still must turn to worst, 
Artd e’en sweet love curdle to bitter hate. 

Yet was he one not lightly crushed by fate. 

And when at last he had his helmet on, 

And hiard the folk cry out ‘ llellerophon,' 

As toward the ship he passed, kind the world seemed, 
Nor love so far away indeed he deemed 
When he some gentle maiden’s kind grey eyes 
Fixed on his oivn he did at whiles surprise, 

Or when his godlike eyes, on some maid turned 
More fair than most, set fire to thoughts that burned 
On breast and brow of her So forth he passed, 

And reached the border of the sea at last, 

And thcie took ship, and hence is gone a space. 

But for the Queen, when she had left that place, 
About the plcasance paths did she go still, 

So 'wildered m her mind because her will 
Might not be done, that at the first she knew 
No more what place she might be passing through 
Than one who walks in sleep. Yet hope and shame. 
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Twain help, last unto her spirit came; 

Yea, her bright gown, soiled with the autumn grass, 
Told her the tale of what had come to pass, 

And to her heart came hatred of the spot 
Where she had kneeled to one who loved her not,- 
And even therewith his image did she see 
As he had been \ then cried she furiously: 

“ Ah, fool! ah, traitor! must I love thee then, 
When in the world there are so many men 
My smile would drive to madness?—for I know 
What things they are that men desire so, 

And which of all these bear I not Mrith me ? 

Hast thou not heart and eyes to feel and sec ? 

Then shalt thou die, then shalt thou die, at least. 
Nor sit without me at life’s glorious feast, 

"While I fall ever unto worse and worse— 

Ah me I I rave ^—what folly now to curse 
That which I love, because its loveliness 
Alone has brought me unto this distress ! 

I know not right nor wrong, but yet through all 
Know that the Gods a just man him would call; 
Nay, and I knew it, when I saw him first, 

And in my heart sprang up that glorious thirst— 
And should he, not being base, yield suddenly, 

And as the basest man, not loving me, 

Take all I gave him, and cast all his life 
Into a tangled and dishonoured strife ? 

Nay, it Could never be—but now, indeed, 

Somewhat with pity of me his heart may bleeds 
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Since he is good; and he shall think of me. 

And day by day and night by night shall see 
The image of that-woman on her knees, 

Whom men here liken to the goddesses. 

And certainly shall he come back again; 

Nor shall my next speech to him be so vain.” 

She smiled, and toward the house made swiftly on 
In triumph, even as though the game were won ; 

For, now his face was gone, she, blind with love, 
Deemed but his honour she had got to move 
PYom its high place, before his heart should fall 
A prey unto her; e'en as when the wall 
By many a stroke of stones is battered down, 

And all may work their will ujion the town. 


N OW of BellerojIhoM must it be said 

That, what by wisdom, what by hardihead, 
His task was done, and great praise gained thereby; 
So he at last, midst shouts and minstrelsy. 

In the first days of spring, passed up once more 
•Unto the palace from the thronging shore. 

Him Proetus met half-way, and, in the face 
Of all the people, in a straight embrace 
Held him awhile, and called him his dear son. 
Praising the Gods for all that he had done; 

Then hand in hand did they go up the street, 
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And on their*heads folk cast the spring-flowers sweet, 
And bands of maids met them with joyous song 
And gracious pageants as they went along: 

And all this for the brave Corinthian’s sake — 

Such joy did his return in all hearts make. 

But though the man, once from his home driven 
forth, 

Was so much loved and held of so much worth, 

And though he throve tlicreby, and seemed to be 
Scarcely a man but some divinity 
To people’s eyes, yet in his soul no less 
There lingered still a little heaviness, 

And therefrom hardly could he cast away 
The memory of that sunny autumn day 
And of the fear it brought; and one more fear 
He had besides, and as they drew an ear 
The palace, therewith somewhat faltering. 

He needs must turn a while, ^an^ of the King 
Ask how the Lycian fared : the King laughed low, 
And said: 

“ Nay, surely she is well enow, 

As her wont is to be, for, sooth to say, 

She for herself is ever wont to pray, 

And heedeth nothing other grief and wrong ; 

And be thou sure, my son, that such live long 
And lead sweet lives; i?ut those who ever think 
How he ahd she may fare, and still must shrink 
From sweeping any foe from out the way 
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Besides their own, and most of them forlorn— 
May hap to find their lives of comfort shorn 
And short enow—let pass, for as to me, 

I weep for others’ troubles certainly, 

But for mine own would weep a little more, 

And so I jog on somehow to the shore 
Whence I ^all not return—Thou laughest—well, 
I deem I was not made for heaven or hell, 
ifut simply for the earth; but thou, O son, 

I deem of heaven, and all hearts hast thou won— 
Yea, and this morn the Queen is merrier. 

Because she knoweth that thou art anear.” 

* 

The Prince smiled at his words and gladder felt, 
Yet somewhat of his old fear by him dwelt 
And shamed him midst his honour. But withal, 
With shouts and music, entered they the hall. 

And there great feast,was made ; but ere the night 
Had ’gun to put an end to men’s delight, 

A maid came up the hall with hurrying feet, 

And there in lowly wise the King did greet, 

And bid him know that Sthenoboea had will 
^The joyance of that high-tide to fulfil, 

And Prince Bellerophon to welcome home; 

And even as she spoke the Queen was come 
Unto the door, and through the hall she passed, 
And round about her ever looks she cast, 

As though her maidens, howsoever fair 
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And lovesome unto common eyes they were, 

Were fashioned in another wise than she, 

They made for time, she for eternity j 

So ^twixt the awed and wondering folk she moved, 

Hapless and proud, glorious and unbeloved, 

And hating all folk but her love alone: 

And he a shadow seemed, one moment shown 

4 

Unto her longing eyes, then snatched away 
Ere yet her heart could win one glorious day. 

Cruel and happy was she deemed of men — 

Cruel she was, but though tormented then 
By love, still happier than she ere had been. 

Now when she saw the Pnnce, with such-like mien 
She greeted him but as a Queen might greet 
Her husband’s friend fresh from a glorious feat 3 
Frank-seeming were her words, and in her face 
No sign of all that storm the Prince could trace 
That had swept over her—and yet therefore 

4 

Amidst his joy he did but fea^ her more. 

So time slipped by, and still was she the same, 

Till he 'gan deem she had forgot the shame 
Of having shameful gifts cast back to her. 

That scorned love was a burden light to bear. 

Yea, and the moody ways that once she had 
Seemed changing into life all irank and glad; 

She saw him oft now, and alone at whiles ; 

But still, despite her kind words and her smiles, 

No word of love fell from her any more. 
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But when the lush green spring was now passed o’er, 
And the green lily-buds were growing white, 

A feast they held fer pastime and delight 
Within the odorous pleasance on a tide, 

And down the hours the feast in joy did glide. 

Venus they worshipped there, her image shone 
Above the folk from thoughts of hard life won; 

About her went the girls in ordered bands, 

^nd scattered flowers from out their slender hands. 
And with their eager voices, sweet but shrill, 

Betwixt the o’erladen trees the air did fill; 

Or, careless what their dainty limbs might meet, 
Ungirded and unshod, with hurrying feet, 

Mocked cold Diana’s rate betwixt the trees, 

Where the long grass and sorrel kissed their knees, 
About the borders of the neighbouring field ; 

Or in the garden were content to yield 
Unto the sun, and by the fountain-side. 

Panting, love’s growing Vinguor would abide. 

Surely the Goddess in the warm wind breathed, 
Surely her fingers wrought the flowers that wreathed 
The painted trellises—some added grace 
Her spirit gave to every limb and face, 

•Some added scent to raiment long laid hid 
Beneath the stained chest’s carven cypress lid ; 

Fairer the girdle round the warm side clung. 

Fairer the dainty folds beneath it hung, 

Fairer the gold upon the bosom lay 

Than was their wont ere that bewildering day, 
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When fear and shame, twin rulers of the earth, 

Sat hoodwinked in the maze of short-lived mirth. 

Songs cleft the air, and little words therein 

Were clean changed now, and told of honeyed sin, 

And passionate words seemed fire, and words, that had 

Grave meaning once, were changed, and only bade 

The listeners’ hearts to thoughts they could not name. 

* 

Shame changed to strong desire, desire seemed shame 
And trembled; and such words the lover heard 
As in the middle of the night afeard 
He once was wont alone to whisper low 
Unto himself, for fear the day should know 
What his love really was; the longing eyes 
That unabashed were wont to make arise 
The blush of shame to bosom and grave brow. 
Beholding all their fill, were downcast now; 

The eager heart shrank back, the cold was moved, 
Wooed was the wooer, the lover was beloved. 

t 

But yet indeed from wise Bellerophon 
Right little by Queen Venus’ wiles was won 
Joyous he was, but nowise would forget 
That long and changing might his life be yet, 

Nor deemed he had to do with such things now, 

So let all pass, e’en as a painted show. 

But the Queen hoped belike, and many a prayer 
That mom had made to Venus’ image fair; 

And as the day wore, hushed she grew at whiles 
And pale; and sick and scornful were her smiles, 
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Nor knew her heart what words her lips might say. 

• So through its changing hours went by the day, 
And when at last they sang the sun a-down, 

And, singing, watched the moon rise, and the town 
“Was babbling through the clear eve, saddened now. 
And faint and weary went, with footsteps slow, 

The lover and beloved, to e'en such rest 
As they might win; and soon the daisies, pressed 
By oft-kissed dainty feet and panting side, 

Now with the dew were growing satisfied. 

And sick blind passion now no more might spoil 
The place made beautiful by patient toil 
Of many a man. And now Bellerophon , 

Slept light and sweetly as the night wore on, 

Nor dreamed about the morrow; but the Queen 
Rose from her bed, and, like a sin unseen, 

Stole from the house, and, barefoot as she was, 
Through the dark belt of^whispering trees did pass 
That girt the fair feast's pleasant place around : 

And when she came unto that spot of ground 
Whereas she deemed Bellerophon had lain, 

Then low adown she lay, and as for pain 
3he moaned, and on the dew she laid her cheek, 

Then raised her head and cried : 

“Now may I speak. 

Now may I speak, since none can hear me now 
But thou, O Love, thou of the bitter bow. 

Didst thou not see, O Citheraea’s son. 
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Thine image, that men call Bellerophon ? 

Thine image, with the heart of stone, the eyes 
Of fire, those forgers of all miseries ? 

And shall I bear thy burden all alone, 

In silent places making my low moan ? 

Nay, but once more I try it—help thou me, 

Or on the earth a strange deed shalt thou see. 

Lo, now! thou knowest what my will has been : 

Day after day his fair face have T seen 
And made no sign—tVuis had I won him soon. 

But thou, the dreadful sun, the cruel moon, » 

The scents, the flowers, the half-veiled nakedness 
Of wanton girls, my heart did so opy)ress. 

That now the chain is broken—Didst thou see 
How when he turned his cruel face on me 
He laughed?—he laughed, nor w^ould behold my 
heart— 

He laughed, to think at last he had a part 
In joyous life without me : Jiere, e^en here, 

He drank, rejoicing much, still drawing near, 

As the fool thought, to riches and renown. - 
And such an one wilt thou not cast adown 
When thou rememberest how he came to me 
With wan worn cheek ?—Ah, sweet he was to see 
I loved him then—how can I love him now, 

So changed, so changed ? 

“ But thou—what doest thou ? 
Hast thou forgotten how thy temples stand. 

Made rich with gifts, in many a luckless land ? 
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Hast thou forgotten what strange rites are done 
To gain thy goodwill underneath the sun?— 

Thou art asleep, then ! Wake 1 —the world will end 

»A 

Because thou sleepest—e’en now doth it wend 
Unto the sickening end of all delights; 

Black, black the days are, didl grey are the nights, 
No more the night hides shame, no more the day 
Unto the rose-strewn chamber lights the way; 

And folk begin to curse thee, * Love is gone. 

Grey shall the earth he, filled with rock^ alone. 

Became the genef^atiofis shall die out; 

Grey shall the earth he, lonely, wrapped about 
With cloudy memories of the moans of men' 

Thus, thus they curse. ^ Shall I not curse thee then, 
Thou who tormentest me and leav’st me lone, 

Nor thinkest once of all that thou hast done ?— 
Spare me ! What cruel God taught men to speak, 
To cast forth words that for all good are weak 
And strong for all undoing ? — thou know’st this, 

O lovely one ! take not all hope of bliss 
Away from me, because my eager prayer 
Grows like unto a curse. O great and fair, 

Hearken a little, for to-mom must I 
Speak once again of love to him, or die j 
Hast thou no dream to send him, such as thou 
Hast shown to me so many a time or now ? 

Wilt thou not make him weep without a cause, 

As I have done, as sleep her dark veil draws 
Prom ofif his head ? or his awaking meet 
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With lovely images, so soft and sweet 
That they, forgotten quite, yet leave behind 
Great yearning for bright eyes and touches kind. 

Alas, alas ! wilt thou not change mine eyes, 

Or else blind his, the cold, the over-wise ? 

O Love, he knows my heart, and what it is— 

No fool he is to cast away his bliss 
On such as me : nay, rather he will take 
Some grey-eyed girl to love him for his sake, 

Not for her own—he knows me, and therefore 
I, grovelling here where he has lam, the more 
Must burn for him—he knows me; and thou, too. 
Better than 1 , knowest what I shall do. 

O Love, thou knowest all, yet since I live 
A little joyance hope to me doth give; 

Wilt thou not grant me now some sign, O Love; 

Wilt thou not redden this dark sky, or move 
Those stark hard walls, or make the spotted thrush 
Cry as in mom through this dark scented hush ?*’ 

She ceased, and leaned back, kneeling, and aH spent 
And panting, with her trembling fingers rent 
The linen from her breast, and, with shut eyes, 
Waited awhile as for some great surprise, 

But yet heard nothing stranger or more loud 
Than the leaves' rustle ; a long bank of cloud 
Lay in the south, low down, and scarcely seen 
'Gainst the grey sky, and when at last the Queer 
Opened her eyes, she started eagerly, 
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Although the strangest thing her eyes could see 
Was but the summer lightning playing there; 
']^en she put back her over-hanging hair, 

And in a hard and grating voice she said: 

f 

“ O Sthenobcea, art thou then afraid 
Of a god^s presence ?—did a god e’er come 
To help a good and just man when his home 
Was tumed*to hell ? I was but praying here 
Unto myself, who to myself am dear 
Aione of all things, mine own self to aid. 

And therewithal 1 needs must grow afraid 
E’en of myself— O wretch, unholpen still, 
To-morrow early thou shalt surely fill 
The measure of thy woc-»-and then—and then — 
Alas for me! What cruellest man of men 
Had made me this, and left me even thus ? ” 

Unto the sky wild eyes and piteous 
She turned, and gat unto her feet once more, 

And, led by use, came back unto the door 
Whence she went out, and with no stealthy tread, 
Careless of all things, gal her to her bed, 

And there at last, in grief and care’s despite, 

SlcJbt till the world had long foxgotten night. 

Bellerophon arose the moirow mom 
Enlikc the man that once had been forlorn; 
Bright ^ye<l and merry was he, and such fear 

dung round him did but make joy dear. 
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And more in hope he was, and knew not wh)^, 

Than any day that yet had passed him by. 

Now ere the freshness of the mom had died, 

Restless with happiness, he thought to ride 

Unto a ship, that in a little bay 

Anigh to Phlius, bound for outlands, lay, 

Unto whose Phrygian master had the King 
Given commands to buy him many a thing, 

And soon he sailed, since fair was grown the wind. 

But as Bellerophon in such a mind ^ 

Passed slow along the marble cloister-wall, 

He heard a voice his name behind him call, 

And turning, saw the Thracian maiden fair, 
Leucippe, coming swiftly toward him there, 

Who when she reached him stayed, and drawing 
breath 

As one who rests, said, “ Sir, my mistress saith 
That she awhile is fain to speak with thee 
Before thou goest down unto the sea \ 

And in her bower for thee d'^th she abide.” 

He gave her some light word, and side by^side 
The twain passed toward the bower, he all the while 
Noting the Thracian with a well-pleased smile; 

For his fear slept, or he felt strong enow 
Things good and ill unto his will to bow. 

Yet was the gentle Thracian pale that day, 

And still she seemed as she some word would say 

I 

Unto him, that her lips durst not to frame; 

And when unto the Queen’s bower-door they came. 
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And he passed there, and it was shut on him. 

She lingered still, and through her body slim 
A tremor ran, her pale face waxed all red, 

And her lips moved as though some word they said 
She durst not utter loud; then she looked down 
Upon her bare feet and her slave’s wool gown, 

And to her daily task straight took her way. 

Now on his throne King Proetus judged that day, 
And heard things dull, things strange, but when at last 
The summer noon now by an hour had passed, 

He went to meat, and thought to see thereat 
Bellerophon’s frank face, who ever sat 
At his right hand; but ‘empty was his place. 

And when the King, who fain had seen his face. 
Asked whither he was gone, a certain man 
Said: “ King, I saw the brave Corinthian, 

Two hours agone, pass through the outer door, 

And in his face there seeded a trouble sore. 

So that I needs must ask him what was wrong j 
But staring at me as he went along. 

Silent he passed, as if he heard me not; 

Afoot he was, nor weapon had he got.” 

^ The King’s face clouded, but the meal being done 
In his* fair chariot did he get him gone 
Unto the haven, where the Phrygian ship 
Was waiting his last word her ropes to slip 
Restless he was, and wished that night were come. 
But ere he left the fair porch of his home, 
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Unta the Queen a messenger he sent, 

And bade her know whereunto now he went, 

And prayed her go with him; but presently 
Back came the messenger, and said 'that she 
Was ill at ease and in her bower would bide, 

For scarcely she upon that day might nde. 

So at that word oF hers the Argive King 
Went on his way, but somewhat muttering, 

For heavy thoughts were gathering round his heart j 
But when he came where, ready to depart, 

The ship lay, with the bright-eyed master there 
Some talk he had, who said the wind was fair 
And all things ready; then the King said, “ Friend, 
To-morrow’s noon I deem will make an end 
Of this thy lingering; I will send to thee 
A messenger to tell the certainty 
Of my last wishes, who shall bring thee gold 
And this same ring that now thou dost behold 
Upon my finger, for a token* sure— 

Farewell, and may thy good days long endure.” 

He turned, but backward sent his eyes awhile. 
Sighing, though on his lips there was a smile; 

The half-raised sail that clung unto the mast, 

The tinkling ripple ’gainst the black side cast, 

The thin blue smoke that from the poop arose, 

The northland dog that midst of ropes did doze, 
The barefoot shipmen’s eyes upon him bent. 
Curious and half-defiant, as they went 
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About their work—all these things raised in him 
Desire for roving—stirred up thoughts that, dim 
At this time, clear at-that, still oft he had, 

That there his life’was not so overglad; 

And as toward Argos now he rode along 
By the grey sea, the shipments broken song 
Smote on his ear and with the low surf’s fall 
Mingled, and seemed to him perchance to call 
To freedom and a life not lived in vam. 

But ^iven so his palace did he gain, 

And the dull listless day slipped into night, 

And smothering troublous thoughts e’en as he might, 
Did he betake himself to bed, and there 
Lay half-asleep beneath the tester fair, 

Waiting until the low-voiced flutes gave sign 
That thither drew the Lycian’s feet divine— 

For so the wont was, that she still was led 
Unto her chamber as a bi^de new-wed. 

Of that sweet sound nought heard the King at all. 
But straightway into a short sleep did fall, 

Thgn woke as one who knoweth certainly 
Tihat all the hours he now shall hear pass by, 

Nor sleep until the sun is up again. 

So, waldng, did he hear a cry of pain 
Within the chamber, and thereat adrad 
He turned him round, and saw the Queen, so clad 
That on her was her raiment richly wrought. 
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Yet in such case as though hard fate had brought 
Some bane of Kings into the royal place, 

And with that far-removed and dainty grace 
The rough hands of some outland foe had dealt; * 
For dragged athwart her was the jewelled belt, 

Rent and disorded the Phoenician gown, 

The linen from her shoulders dragged adown, 

Her arms and glorious bosom made half-b*are, 

And furthermore such shameful signs were there, 

As though not long past hands had there been laid * 
Heavier than touches of the tiring-maid. 

So swiftly through the place from end to end 
She paced, but yet stopped now and then to send 
Low bitter moans forth on the scented air ; 

And through the King’s heart shot a bitter fear. 

Nor could he move—he had believed her cold, 

And wise to draw herself from pleasure’s hold 
When it began to sting the heart—but now 
What shameful thing would these last minutes show ? 

Now as she went a look askance she cast 
Upon the King, and turning at the last, 

With strange eyes drew anigh the royal bed, 

And, with clasped hands, before him stood, and said: 

‘‘Thou vakest, then? thou wonderest at this sight? 
I have a tale to tell to thee this night 
I cannot utter, unless words are taught 
Unto my lips to draw forth all my thought— 
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Thou wonderest at my words ? Then ask, then ask I 
The sooner will be done my heavy task.” 

S 

\Jpright in htd the King sat, pale with doubt 
And gathering fear j his right hand he stretched out 
To take the Queen’s hand, but aback she drew, 
Shuddering; and half he deemed the truth he knew. 
As o’er her pale face and her bosom came 
Beneath his gaze a flush as if of shame : 

“Wilt thou not speak, and make an end?” she cried. 

Then he spake slowly, “ Why dost thou abide 
Without my bed to-night ? why dost thou groan, 
Whom I ere now no love-sick girl have known ?” 

She covered up her face at that last word; 

The thick folds of her linen gown were stirred 
As her limbs writhed beneath them—nought she said, 
As though the word was not remembered 
She had to say; and, lojji the worst to hear, 

The King awhile w^is tongue-tied by his fear. 

At last the words came : “ Thou bad’st ask of thee 
\Yhy thou to-night my playmate wouldst not be— 
•What hast thou done ? Speak quickly of the thing! ” 

She drew her hands away, and cried, “ 0 King, 

Art thou awake yet, tha^ this shameful guise 
Seems nothing strange unto thy drowsy eyes, 

Wilt thou not ask why this and this is tom ? 
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Why this is bniisec^ ? X.o, since the long-passed mom 
Thus have I sat, that thou e*en this might see, 

\nd ask what madness there has been in me. 

Thus have I sat, and cursed the God who made 
The day so long, the night so long delayed. 

Ask I thou art happy that the Lycian sod 
Unwearied oft my virgin feet have trod 
From dawn to dusk \ that in the Lycian wood 
Before wild things untrembling I have stood; 

That this right arm so oft the javelin threw— 

These fingers rather the grey bowstring knew 
Than the gold needle: even so, indeed, 

Of more than woman’s strength had I had need 
If w’ith a real man I had striven to-day; 

But he who would have shamed thee went his way 
Ivike a scourged woman—thou wilt spare him, then— 
Lay down thy sword! —that is for manly men.” 

For while she spake, and iq her eyes did bum 
The fires of hate, the King’s face had waxed stem, 
And ere her bitter speech w^as fully o’er. 

He had arisen, and from off the floor 
Had gat his proven sword into his hand. 

And eager by the trembling Queen did stand. 

And cried, “ Nay, hold I for surely I know well 
'\\Tiat tale it is thy Kps to-night would tell; 

Therefore my sword befits me, the tried friend 
That many a troublous thing has brought to end. 

Yet fear not, for another fiiend have I 
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To help me deal with this new villany, 

Even the godlike man Bellerophon; 

§0 with one word thy heavy task is done. 

O Sthenoboea, speak the name of him 
Who wrought this deed, then let that name wax dim 
Within thy mind till it is 4 pad and past ; 

For, certes, yesterday he saw the last 
Of setting suns his doomed eyes shall behold.*’ 

* Pale as a corpse she waxed, and stony cold 
Amidst these words; silent awhile she was 
After the last word from the King did pass, 

Cut in a low voice at the last she said: 

“ Yea, for this deed of his must he be dead ? 

And must he be at i)eace, because he strove 
To take from me honour, and peace, and love? 

Must a great King do thus ? or hast thou not 
Some lightless pl^ce in mighty Argos got 
Where nought can hap to break the memory 
Of what he hoped in other days might be; 

For great he has been, and of noble birth 
As any man who dwelleth on the earth. 

—Thou hast forgotten that the dead shall rest, 
Whate’er they wrought on earth of worst or best” 

But the King gazed upon her gloomily, 

And said, “Nay, nay;—the man shall surely die— 
His hope die with him, is it not enow? 

But no such mind 1 bear in me as thou, 
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Who speakest not as a great Queen should speak, 

But rather as a girl made mad and weak 
By hope delayed and love cast back again, 

Who knoweth not her words are words and vain. 
Content thee, thou art loved and honoured sdll— 
Speak forth the name of him who wrought the ill, 

For I am fain to meet Bellerophon, , 

So that we twain may do what must be done/* 

He spake, but mid the tumult of her mind 
She heard him not, and deaf she was and blind 
To all without, nor knew she if her feet 
The marble cold or red-hot iron did meet. 

She moved not and she felt not, but a sound ^ 
Came from her lips, and smote the air around 
With slow hard words : 

“ Ah I thou hast named him then 
Twice in this hour alone of earthly men;— 

That same Bellerophon, that all folk love, 

In manly wise this mom against me strove I ** 

Ah, how the world was changed, as she went by 
The King, bewildered with new misery— 

Ah, and how little time it was agone 
When all that deed of hers was not yet done, 

When yet she might have died for him, and made 
A little love her lonely tomb to shade 
Spring up within his heart—when hope there was 
Of many a thing that yet might come to pass— 

And now, and now—those spoken words must be 
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A part of her, an unwrought miseiy 

That would not let her rest till all was o’er,— 

Slay, nay, no rest upon the shadowy shore. 

Slowly she left the chamber, none the less 
With measured steps her feet the floor did press 
As a Queen^s should, nor fainted she at all, 

But straight unto the door ’twixt wall and wall 
She went, and still perchance had forced a smile 
dad she met any one; and all the while 
Set in such torment as men cannot name, 

If she did think, wondered that still the same 
Were all things round her as they had been erst— 
That the house fell not---that the feet accurst 
To carry her yet left no sign in blood 
Of where the wretchedest on earth had stood— 

That round about her still her raiment clung— 

That no great sudden pain her body stung, 

No inward flame her false white limbs would bum, 

Or into horror all her beauty turn— 

That still the gentle sounds of night were there 
As she had known them: the light summer air 
Within the thick-leaved trees, as she passed by 
Some open window, and the nightbird's cry 
Froili far; the gnat’s thin pipe about her head, 

The wheeling moth delaying to be dead 
Within the taper’s flame—yea, certainly 
Shall things about her as they have been be, 

And even that a torment now has grown. 
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Yet must she reap the grain that she has sown; 

No thought of turning back was in her heart, 

No more in those past days can she have part: 

Nay, when her glimmering bower she came unto, 

She muttered through the dusk, “ As I would do 
So have I done—so would I do again.” 

Lo, thus in unimaginable pain 
Leave we her now, and to the King turn back; 

Who stood there overwhelmed by sudden lack 
Of what he leaned on—with his life left bare 
Of a great pleasure that was growing there. 

A storm of rage swept through his heart, to think 
That he of such a cup as this must drink; 

For if he doubted aught, this was his doubt, 

That all the tale was not told fully out— 

'J hat for Bellerophon the Queen's great scorn 
And loathing was a thing but newly bom— 

That bitter hate was but a lojyer's hate, 

Which even yet beneath the hand of fate 
Might turn to hottest love. He groaned thereat, 
And staggering back, upon the bed he sat ; 

His bright sword from his hand had fallen down ^ 
When that last dreadful word at him was thrown. 
And now, with head sunk *twixt his hands, he so 4 ght 
Some outlet from the weary girth of thought 
That hemmed him in. 

“ And must I slay him then, 
Him whom I loved above all earthly men? 
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Behold, if now I slept here, and next mom, 

Ere the day’s memory should be fully bom 
Erom out of sleep, men came and said to me, 

‘ Stre, the Corinthian draweth nigh to thee/ 

My first thought would be joy that he had come. 
And yet I am a King, nor shall my home 
Become a brothel before all men’s eyes. 

He who drinks deadly poison surely dies, 

And he hath drunk, and must abide the end. 

Yet hath the image of him been my friend — 

What shall I do ? Not lightly can I bear 
The voice of men about these things to hear; 

‘ He trusted him, he thought bimself right wise 
To look into men’s souls* through lips and eyes— 
— Behold the end I —' Yea, and most certainly 
I will not bear once more his face to see ; 

Nor in the land where he was purified 
Shall grass or marble by his blood be dyed, 

Since he must go—greer^grew a bough of spring 
Amidst the barren death of many a thing; 

Not barren it, since poison fhiils it bore— 

Behold now, I, who loved my life of yore, 

B^n to weary that I e’er was born; 

5ut let it pass—rather let good men mourn; 
Greaf men, the earth’s salt, wear their lives away 
In weeping for the ne’er-returning day: 

For surely all is good enough for me. 

‘‘ And yet alas! what truth there seemed in thee 
—^Vhat can I do ? Might he not die in war ?— 
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Nay, but at peace through him my borders are. 

He shall not die here—the deep sea were good 
To hide the story of his untamed blood— 

Or, further—O thou fool, that so must make 
My life so dull, e’en for a woman’s sake! 

There in that land, then, shall thy bones have rest 
Beneath the sod her worshipped feet have pressed. 

In Lycia shalt thou die; her father’s hand 
Shall draw the sword, or his lips give command 
To make an end of thee—So shall it be. 

And that swift Phrygian ready now for sea 
Shall bear thee hence—Would I had known thee not 
A new pain hast thou been—a heavy lot 
My life in early mom to me shall seem, 

"When I have dreamed that all was but a dream. 

And waked to truth again and lonely life. 

“ Let be; now must I forge the hidden knife 
Against thee, and I would the thing were done. 

Thou mayst not die so; thoi^art such an one 
As the Gods love, whatever thou mayst do. 
Perchance they pay small heed to false or true 
In such as we are. But the lamps bum low, 

The night wears, grey the eastern sky doth grow; 

I must forget thee; fellow, fare thee well. 

Who might have turned my feet from lonely hell f” 

So saying, slowly, as a man who needs 

Must do a deed that woe and evil breeds, 

0 ^ 

He rose, and took his writing tools to him 
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And ere the day had made the tapers dim. 

Two letters with his own hand had he made. 

^nd open was the first one, and it said 
These words: 

Uhfo the wise Better opium — 

To Lycia the Gods call thee, O my son; 

So when thou hast this letter in thine hand. 

Abide no longer in the Argive land 
Than if thou fleddest some avenging man, 
iBut make good speed to that swift Phrygian 
Who for the southlands saileth this same day. 

Take thou this goldfor furtherance and stay. 

And this for his reward who rules the keel. 

Andfor a token show him this my seal. 

This casket to the Lydan king bear forth. 

That hath in it a thing of greatest worth; 

And let no hand be laid on it but thme 
Till in Jobates' hands its gold doth shine. 

Then bid him mind how that he had of me 
When last I saw his face the fellow key 
To that which tn mine hands doth open it — 

Awhile the King had stayed when this was wnt, 
^nd on the gathering greyness of the mom 
Long fixed his eyes, unseeing and forlorn, 

Then o’er the tablets moved his hand again. 

Mayst thou do well among these outland meft. 
Perchance my face thou never more shalt see. 



iS8 THE EARTHL Y PARADISE. 

4 

Perchance hut little more remains to thee 
Of thy loved life—thou wert not one to cry 
Curses on all because life fasseth by. 

If woe b(falls thee there^ think none the less 
IV^at I ereiohtle have wrought thee happiness ; 
Faretaell! and thou not to see me first: 

Life worsens hcre^ ana ere it reach the worsts 
Unto the Jove that may be would I peak 
7 o help my people^ wandering blind and weak. 

Another letter by the King's side lay, 

But closed and scaled; so in the twilight grey 
Now did he rise, and summoned presently 
A slumbering chamberlain that was thereby, 

And bade him toward the treasury lead, and take 
Two leathern bags for that same errand's sake.: 

So forth the twain went to tliat golden place; 

But when they were therein, a mournful face 
Still the King seemed to see,^e’en as it was 
When he fiom room to room with him did pass 
Who now had wronged him; then the gold waxed dim, 
For bitter pain his vexed heart wrought for him, 

And filled with unused tears his hard wise eyes. 

But choking back the thronging memories, 

He laid the letter that he erst did hold 
Within a casket wToiight of steel and gold, " 

Which straight he locked \ then bade his fellow fill 
The bags he bore from a great golden hill, 

Then to his room, made cold with mom, retume' 
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And since for change and some swift deed he yearned, 
He bade his chamberlain bring hunteris weed, 

^nd saddle him straightway his fleetest steed: 

“And see,” said he, “before the Prince arise 
Ye sliow this letter to his waking eyes, 

And give into his hands these things ye see; 

And make good speed, the time gro^'^^s short for me.” 

So spake he, and there ofeu on him a thought 
Yliat thither might Bellerophon be brought 
fire he could get him gone; and therewithal 
At last the low sun topped the garden-wall. 

And o’er the dewy turf long shadows threw; 

Then, being new clad, the porch he hurried to, 

And paced betwixt its pillars feverishly, 

Until he heard the horse-boys’ cheery cry 
And the sharp clatter of the well-shod feet; 

Then he ran out, the joyous steed to meet, 

And mounted, and rode forth, he scarce knew where. 
Until the town was passed, and ’twixt the fair 
Green corn-fields of the June-tide he drew rein, 

To ponder on his life, so spoiled and vain. 

^But when Bellerophon awoke that mom. 

Weary he felt, a*? though he long had borne 
Som^ heavy load, and his perplexed heart 
Must chide the life wherein he had a part. 

But ere he gat him down to meet the day 
With its new troubles, ’thwart his weary way 
Was come that chamberlain, who bade him read. 
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And say what other thing he yet might need. 

He read, and knit nis anxious brows in thought, 
For in his mind great doubt that letter brought 
If yet he were in friendship with the King; 

And therewith came a dark imagining 
Of unseen dangers, and great anger grew 
Within his soul, as if the worst were true 
Of all he thought might be; and in his mind 
It was, that going, he might leave behind 
A bitter word to pay for broken troth: 

And still the King^s man saw that he was wroth, 

And watched him curiously, till he had read 
The letter thrice, but nought to him he said. 

At last he spake, “ Sir, even as the King 
Now bids me, will I make no tarrying; 

And as I came to Argos, even so, 

Unfriended, bearing nothing, will I go; 

And few farewells are best to-day, I deem, 

For like a banished man I would not seem 
AmOTg these folk that love rfie : get we gone, 

And tell the King his full will shall be done.” 

So forth they ride, and ever as the way 
Lengthened behind them, and the summer day 
Grew hotter on the lovely teeming earth, 

V 

The fresh soft air and sounds and sights of mirth 
Wrought on Bellerophon, until it seemed 

I 

That things might not be e'en as he had deemed 

At first “ What thoughts are mine j have I not had 

1 
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Gifts from his hands—hath he not made me glad 
When I was sorry? Therefore will I take 
What chance there lies herein for honour^s sake. 
Najj, more, and may not friendship lie herein?— 
May he not drive me forth from shame and sin 
And evil fate? Well, howsoever it is, 

But little evil do I see in this: 

Yea, I may see his face again once more, 

And crowned with honour come back to this shore, 
F( 5 i now 1 fear nought—if he thinks to see 
Some e\dl thing that nowise is in me. 

Another day the truth of all will show. 

Let pass, again from out the place 1 go 
Wherein the sport of fortune I have tried \ 

If it has failed me, yet tlic world is wide 
And I am young. Now go I forth alone 
To do what in my life must needs be done, 

And in my own hands lies my fate, I think, 

And I shall mix tlie cup that I must drink : 

So be it; thus the world i^merrier, 

And I shall be a better man than here.” 

Amid these thoughts, unto the ship he came 
And higher yet sprang up the new-stirred flame 
Of great desires when first he saw the sea 
Leap up against her black sides lovingly, 

And heard the sails flap, and the voice of folk, 

Who at the sight of him in shouts outbroke, 

Since they withal were eager to be gone. 

4 


M 
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And now were ^ things done that should be done; 
The money rendered up, the King’s seal shown, 

Unto the master all his will made known, 

And on the deck stood the Corinthian. 

As up the mast clattering the great rings ran, 

And back the hawser to the ship was cast, 

The helmsman took the tiller, and at last 
The head swung round, trimly the great sail drew, 
The broad bows pierced the land of fishes through, 
Unheard the red wine fell from out the cup 
Into the noisy sea; and then rose up 
The cloud of incense-smoke a little way, 

But driven from the prow, with the white spray 
It mingled, and a little dimmed the crowd 
Of white-head waves, then rose the sea-song loud, 
While on the stern still stood Bellcrophon, 

Bidding farewell to what of life was gone, 

Pensive, but smiling somewhat to behold 

The lengthening wake, and field, and hill, and wold, 

And white-walled Argos groWing small astern, 

That he the pleasure of the gods might learn. 
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B ut when the Kingfs man, with a doubtful sm'Se, 
• Had watched the parting sails a little while, 

He turned about, revolving many things 
Within his mind, of the weak hearts of kings, 

Because the Pnnce^ glory seemed grown dim, 

And nowise grand this parting seemed to him; 

“ For day long leave taking theie should have been,^* 
He* grumbled, “ and fair tables well beseen 
Should have been spread the gilded ship anigh, 

And many a perfect beast been slain thereby 
Unto the gods— Had this Bellerophon 
Too great fame for the King of Aigos won ? 

I will be lowly, for no little bliss 
I have in Argos, a good place it is — 

Or else what thing has happed ?” 

Howe’er it was. 

Slowly again to Argos did he pass. 

And here and there he spake upon that day 
Of how Bellerophon had gone away. 

Perchance as one who would no more return ; 

And sore hearts were there, who thereat must yearn 
^ To see the face that let a weak hope live; 

AnS foHc still doomed with many things to stnve, 
Who found him helpful—few indeed were there 
Wlio did not pray that well he still might fare 
Whereso he was, and few forgot him quite 
For many a dhy and many a changing night. 
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But Sthenoboea, when she knew that mom 
That she was not alone of love forlorn, 

But of the thing too that fed love in her, 

Yet coldly at the first her lot did bear 
In outward seeming; in no other wise 
She sat among her maids than when his eyes 
Had first met hers. “No babble shall there be 
In this fool’s land concerning him and m‘e. 

Gone is he,—let him die and be forgot: 

Cold is my heart that yesterday was hot, 

Quenched is the fervent flame of yesterday ; 

Past is the time when I had cast away. 

If he had bidden me, name, and fame, and all: 

Now in this dull world e’en let things befall 
As they are fated 3 I am stirred no more 
By any hap—hope, hate, and love are o’er.” 

So spake she in the mom, when, still a Queen, 

She sat among her folk as she had been. 

Dreaded, unloved; yet as the day wore on 
She felt as though it never would be done. 

And now she took to wandering restlessly, • 

And set her face to go unto the sea, 

But soon turned back, and through the palace ranged, 
And thought she thought not of him, and yet changed 
Her face began to grow; and if she spoke, ’ 

As one untroubled, aught unto her folkf 
Her speech grew wild and broken ere its end; 

And as about the place she still did wend, 

More than its wonted chill her presence threw 
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On those who of her coming footsteps knew— 

Yea, as she passed bjr some, she even thought 
A look like pity to their eyes was brought, 

And then, amidst her craving agony, 

Must she grow red with wrath that such could be. 

Now cai»e the night, and she must cast aside 
All semblance of her coldness and her pride. 

And find the weary night was longer yet 
Than was the day, and harder to forget 
The thoughts that came therewith. How can I tell 
In any words the torment of that hell. 

That she for her own soul^had fashioned so, 

That from it never any path did go 
To lands of rest, no window was therein, 

Through which there shone a hope of happier sin; 

But close the fiery walls about her glared, 

And on one dreadful picture still she stared, 

Intent on that desire, tha# dreadful love. 

The dullness of her savage heart that clove 
With wasting fire, a bane to her, and all 
Who in the net of her vain life might fall. 

• The next day wore, and thereto followed night, 

And changed through dark and dusk and dawn to light; 
And when at last high-risen was the sun, 

The women came to do what should be done 
In the Queen's chamber; water for the bath 
They brought, and dainties such as Venus hath; 
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Gold combs, embroidered cloths, pearl-threaded strings, 
Such unguents as the hidden river brings 
Through strange-wrought caverns down into a sea^ • 
Where seldom any keel of man may be; 

Fine Indian webs, the work of many a year, 

And incense that the bleeding tree doth bear 
Lone in the desert;—yea, and fear withal 
Of what new thing upon that day might fall 
From her they served, for oi;i the day now dead « 
Wild words, strange threatenings had her writhed lips 
said. 

But when within the chamber door they were, 

A new hope grew within them, a new feai*, 

For empty *neath the golden canopy 

The bed lay, and when one maid drew anigh, 

She saw that all untouched the linen was 
As for that night; so when it came to pass 
That in no chamber of that house of gold 
Might any one the Lycian'a fa^e behold. 

Nor any sign of her, then therewithal 
To others of the household did they call, 

And asked if they had tidings of the Queen; 

And when they found that she had not been seen 
Since at the end of day to bed she passed, ^ * 

Within their troubled minds the thing they cast, 

And thus remembered that at whiles of late 

I 

She had been wont the rising sun to wait 
Within the close below her bower; so then, 

They called together others, maids <ind men, 
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And passed with troubled eyes adown the stair; 

And coming to the postem-door that there 
Led out into the pleasance, that they found 
StJll open, and thereby upon the ground, 

And on a jagged bough of creeping vine, 

Gold threads they saw, and silken broidery fine, 

That well JLhc*' knew tom from the Lycian's gown; 
Therewith witn nasty feet were trodden down 
fhe beds of summer flowers that lay between 
The outer wicket of that garden green 
And the bower-door—feet that had heeded nought 
By what wild ways they to their end were brought; 
Then by the gate where the faint sweetbriar-rose 
Grew thick about the edges of the close, 

Had one pushed through their boughs in such a way 

That fragments of a dainty thin array 

Yet fluttered on the thorns in the light breeze. 

Nor might they doubt who once had carried these. 

But when the pleasanc^gate they had passed through, 
At first within the lingering strip of dew 
Beneath the wall, footprints they well could see; 

But as the shadow failed them presently, 

Aoid little could the close-cropped summer grass 
•Tell them of feet that might have chanced to pass 
Thereby before the dawn, their steps they stayed, 

And this and that thing there betwixt them weighed 
With many words; then splitting up their band. 

Some took the way unto the well-tilled land, 

Some seaward went, and some must turn their feet 
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Unto the wood: yet did not any meet 

A further sign; and though some turned again 

To tell the tale at once, yet all in vam 

Did horsemen scour the country far and wide. 

And vainly was the sleuth-hounds* mettle tried— 

—Gone was the Lycian, and in such a guise 

Tliat silence seemed the best word for the .wise. 

But many a babbling tongue in Argos W’as, 

0 

Who for no gold had let such matters pass; 

And some there were who, mindful of her face 
As dowm the street she passed in queenly grace, 
Said that some god had seen her e\en as they, 

And with no will that longer she should stay 
Midst dying men, had taken her to his home— 
And wc arc left behind,*’ they said , but some, 
Who had been nigher to her, said that she, 

Smitten by some benign divinity 

Who loved the world and lovely Argos well. 

Had fled with changed hear4;,far from man to dwell 
Yea, and might be a goddess even yet. 

But other folk, well ready to forget 
Her bitter soul, and well content to bear 
The changed life that she erst had filled with care, 
Smiled, and said yea to better and to worse, 

But inly thought that many a heart-felt curse 
Her careless ears had heard upon the earth 
Had not returned to where it had its birth. 

The Gods are kind, and hope to men they give 
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That they their little span on earth may live, 

Nor yet faint utterlyj the Gods are kind, 
nVnd will not suffer men all things to find 
They search for, nor the depth of all to know 
^They fain would learn ; and it was even so 
With Sthenoboea; for a fisher old 
That day ^ tale unto his carline told, 

E’en such as this: 

• “ When I last night had laid 

The boat up ’neath the high cliff, and had made 
All things about it trim, and left thee here, 

Even as thou knowest, I set out to bear 
Those mullets unto Argos. Nought befell 
At first whereof is any need to tell, 

But when the night had now grown very old, 

And, as my wont is, I was waxing bold, 

And thinking of the bright returning day, 

That drives the sprites of wood and wave away, 

As the path leads, I ent^ed the beech-wood 
Which, close to where the ancient palace stood. 
Clothes the cliff’s edge; I entered warily. 

Yet thought no evil thing therein to see. 

Scarce lighter than dark night it was therein, 
Jhough swift without the day on night did win. 

So 1 went on, I say, and had no fear. 

So nigh to day; but getting midmost, where 
Thinner it grows and lighter, toward the sea, 

I stayed my whistling, for it seemed to me 

The wind moaned louder than' it should have done, 
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Because of wind without was well-nigh none. 

When I stood still it ended, and again, 

E’en as I moved, I seemed to hear it plain. 

Trembling, I stopped once more, and heard indeed 
A sound as though one moaned in bitter need, 

Clearer than was the moaning of the surf. 

Now muffled by a rising bank of turf « 

On the cliff’s edge; fear-stricken, yet in doubt, 
Through the grey glimmer now I peered about, 

And turned unto the sea: then my heart sank, 

For by the tree the nighest to that bank 
A white thing stood, like, as I now could see. 

The daughters of us sons of misery, 

Though such 1 deemed her not—and yet had I 
No will or power to turn about and fly ; 

And now it moaned and moaned, and seemed to 
wnthe 

Against the tree its body long and lithe. 

Long gazed I, while still cciourless and grey, 

But swift enow, drew on the dawn of day; 

But as I trembled there, at last I heard 
How in a low voice t gave forth this word; 

“ WAaf say St t/iou 9 —^ live on still—J loved thfe ftbt 
The while I lived; my bane from thee I got: ^ 

And canst thou think that I shall love thee^ then^ 

Where no will is^ or power to sons of men 
/ know not^ thou mayst hate me, yet / come 
Thai I may look on thee in that new home 



BELLEROPHON AT ARGOS. 


171 


My hands built for thee: if the priests speak truths 
What heart thou hast^ may yet be stirred by ruth, 
JVhen thy changed eyes behold the traitorous Queen 
tormentedfor the vile thing she has been — 

If, as the books say, den such ways they have 
As we on this explored side of the grave. 

Yea, thoufnaystpity then mine agony. 

When no more evil I can do to thee, 
fiere on the earth I could not weep enow, 

Or show thee all my misery here, and thou 
Must ever look upon me as a Queen, 

Thy mistress and thy fear. Couldst thou heive seen 
My weary ways upon this Jong, long night — 

Couldst thou behold the coming day's neiv sight, 

When round this tree the folk come gathering 
To see the wife and daughter of a King, 

Slain by her own hand, and in suck a wise — 

O thou I hoped for once, might not thine eyes 
Have softened had they sc^jfi me shivering here, 

Alofie, unholpen, sick with my first fear, 

Beat down by coming shame, and mocked by these 
Gay fluttering rags of dainty braveries 
That decked my state, by gold, and pearl, and gem, 
fiver my wretched breast, set in the hem 
Hus night has torn, and der my bleeding feet; 
Mocked by this glittering girdle, nowise meet 
To do the hangman's office ?— Couldst thou see 
That even so I needs must think of thee — 

Whom I have slain, whose eyes I have made blind, ' 
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Whose feet I stayed that me they might not find^ 

That I migft not be helped of any one ? 

“ The day was dawning when her words were done^ 
And to her waist I saw her set her hand, 

And take the girdle thence, and therewith stand 
With arms that moved above her head a space 
Within the tree; and still she had her face 
Turned from me, and I stirred not, minding me 
Of tales of treacherous women of the sea, 

The banc of men ; but now her arms down fell, 

And low she spake, yet could I hear her well: 

“ Thou hitter noose, that thus shalt end my days. 
Rather than blame, shalt thou ha 7 je thanks and praise 
Prom all men: I have loafed one man alone. 

And unto htm the worst deed have I done 
Of all the ill deeds I have done on,earth. 

—I curse men not, although midst mocks and mirth. 
They say, Rejoice, for Sthenoboea is deadl 

“ I started forward as that word she said, 

And she beheld me—face to face we met 
In the grey light, nor shall I e^er forget 
Those dreadful eyes, for such indeed I deem 
A goddess high up in the heavens might seem 
If she should learn that all was changed, to bring 
Death on her head as on an earthly thing. 
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Alas! I have beheld men die ere now, 

But eld or sickness sore, their hearts did bow 
With feebleness to bear wha,t might betide, 

(Jr^else mid hope of name and fame they died, 
And the world left them unawares; but she, 

Full of hot blood and life yet, I could see 
Was red-lipped as an image, and still had 
Such smod!h, soft cheeks as made beholders glad 
In many a feast and solemn sacrifice; 
fiut yet such dreadful hate was in her eyes, 

Such loathing of the ways of Gods and men, 

Such gathered-up despair, that truly then 
I shook so that my hands might hold no more 
The staff and half-filled basket that I bore. 

But in a moment slowly she turned round, 
And toward the rising swarded space of ground 
Betwixt the beech-trees and the sea she went; 
And I, although I knew well her intent, 

Yet could not stir. There on the brink she stood 
A cool sea-wind now swept into the wood, 

And drave her raiment round her; I could see, 
E^en in the dawn, that jewelled broidery 
Gleam in the torn tolds of the glittering hem; 
And^now she raised her arms, I saw on them 
Jewels again—Then sightless did I stand, 

For such a cry I heard, as though a hand 
Of fire upon her wasted heart was laid. 

And to and fro, I deem, a space she swayed 
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Her slender body; then I moved at last, 

And hurried toward the Sheer cliff^s edge full fest, 
But ere I reached the green brink, was she gone; 
And, hanging o'er the rugged edge alone, 

With trembling hands, far down did I behold 
A white thing meet the dark grey waves and cold ; 
For overhanging is that foreland high. 

And little sand beneath its feet doth lie 
At lowest of the tide, and on that mom 
Against the scarped rock was the white surf borne. 

“ Ah, long I looked before I turned away. 

No friend, indeed, was lost to me that day — 

I knew her not but by the people’s voice, 

And they ’twas like hereat would e’en rejoice; 

Yet o’er my heart a yearning passion swept, 

And there where she had stood I lay and wept, 
Worn as I am by care and toil and eld. 

" But when I rose again, ften-^I beheld 
The girdle to the rough bough hanging yet, 

And this I loosed and in my hand did get, 

And lingered for a while; then went my way, 

Nor thought at first if it were night or day, 

So much I pondered on the tale so wrought, 

What God to nothing such a life had brought. 

But when unto the city gate I came, 

I found the thronging people all aflame 
With many rumours, and this one th^ knew 
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Among all other guesses to be true, 

That of the Queen nought knew her wonted place; 
But unto me who still'beheld that face 
'rtere in the beech-wood, idle and base enow 
Seemed all that clamour carried to and fro — 
Curses and mocks, and foolish laughter loud, 

And gaping wonder of the empty crowd; 

So in great^aste I got my errand done, 

And sold my wares e’en unto such an one 
iG; first remembered he must eat to-day, 

What king or queen soe’er had passed away. 

Thus I returned, bringing the belt with me— 
Behold it!—And what way seems best to thee 
To take herein?—Poor are we: these bright stones 
Would make us happier than the highest ones; 

Yet danger hangs thereby, nor have I yet 
My living from dead corpses had to get; 

Nay, scarcely can I deem this Queen will be 
At rest for long beneath the unquiet sea. 

—How say’st thou, shall l^o unto the King, 

And tell him every word about the thing 
E'en as I know it ?" 

“ Nay, nay, nay,” she said, 

“ Certes but little do I fear the dead, 

Ytit think thou not to call the girdle thine; 

With a man's death doth every gem here shine-— 
Our deaths the first: but do thou bide at home, 
And let the King hear what may even come 
To a King's ears; meddle thou not, nor make 
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With any such; still shall the brass pot break 
The earthen pot—a lord is thanked for what 
A poor man often has in prison sat. 

But down the beach run thou thy shallop straight, 
And from the net take off the heaviest weight, ^ 

And do this belt about it; and then go 

And m the deepest of the green bay sow 

This seed and fruit of love and wrath and crime. 

And let this tale be dealt with by great time; 

But *twixt tlie sea and the green southering hill 
We will abide, peaceful if toilsome still.” 

So was it done, and e^en as in her heart 
Was hidden from all eyes her traitrous part, 

So the sea hid her heart from all but those, 

Who, having passed through all eld's dreamy doze, 
Died with their tale untold. 

Time passed away. 

And dimmer grew her name day after day; 

And the fair place, where ^st her eyes had chilled 
Sweet laughter into silence, now was filled 
By folk who, midst of fair life slipping by, 

N o longer had her deeds in memory; 

There where she once had dwelt mid hate and praise. 
No smile, no shudder now her name could raise. 
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mArvelloii^>ower*>-in which he has no superior—of quickening material things 
with a suirit of conscious life, and of leaving all their features more salient and 
defined Uirough the higher analogies by which he interprets them.' 

4 Academy. 

' The flow of his (Mr Swinburne’s) rhythm, the composition of bis stanzas, 
the correctness and music of his rhymes, are immitable. At the same time he 
has the finesMfeelitig for all the nuatues of poetical expression, the richness and 
variety of hi^pithets is astonishing, and succeeds even in presenting, the most 
abstract ideas under symbols the most life-like and picturesque.' 
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LADY JANE GREY. 

INEZ; OR, The Bride of Portugal. 

By ROSS NEIL. 


• ' Pall Mall Gazette. 

'These two tragedies possess the features which are essential, as Mr. Arnold has 
pointed out, to reidly ^e poetry.* 

'Mr. Ross Neil is not the first dramatist who has chosen Lady Jane Grey’s 
misfbrtuiies as Ihe suliiject for a tragedy; but it may be safely said Aat he alone has 
4mie justice to the theme*’ 

Crown %vo» cloth^ price lor. 6^. 

LAYS OF FRANCE. 

(FOUNDED ON THE LAYS OF MARIE.) 

By Arthur O’Shaughnessy, Author of ‘ An Epic of Women.’ 

Athenvum. 

' Mr. CFSfaaughnessy, in tins version, exhibiu greater power than we were prepared 
for by his " Epic of Women.” ’ 

Saturday Review. 

* This modem votary of Marie has, in imaginative power, keen intuition, and car, 
a genube claim to be wnting j»oetry as things go now.* 


Crown clothe witk the Authot^s Portrait^ prue 7 ^. 

FIRST LIBRARY EDITION OF 

ORION. An^pic Poem. 

By R. H. HORNE. 

The late Edgar Allan Poe wrote*—'Of the beauties of this most remarkable 
poem what shall we ? It is our deliberate opinion that in all that regards the 
foAiest holiest attributes of the true poetry, ''Onon” has tmnir been excelled. 
Indeed We feel strongly inclined to say that it has never been equalled .m . 

" Orion** will be admiitm, by every man of genius, to be one oi the noblest, if not the 
very noblest poetical work of the age.* • 
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SONG-TIDE, AND OTHER POJ^MS, 

By PHILIP BOURKE MARSTON; 






